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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN: | 


LtEwWELYN, Prince of North Wales. 
David and RoDxric, his brothers, resident in the English 


HaARLECH, EpwarD the FirsT, King of England. 
GRronow, : Barons of Snowden, EARL of GLovcssTER, his brother, 
Ivor, in love with Nesta, Joux PECKaam, Archbishop of Canterbury, 


CaDpvaLLon, in love with Bernice, 


Ruys ay MAtLavin, a chicftain of South Wales. Bart of Hr, ö Lords of the English Marches, 


; * EAL of CnssTER, . | 
On 1 55 _ — D SIR EDwAarD MorTIMER, a Lord Marcher in Wales. 


Aunzar, a priest, brother to Elinor de Montford. 1 CLirronxp, Governor of Hawarden Castle. 
Ws SOLDIER, 5 
Dxrvips. 
HEeRALDSs. 
OFFICERS, 
WOMEN: 

ExinoR DB MonTrorD, betrothed, and afterwards 

married to Llewelyn. 
MADELEINE, her attendant. Guru FrrowoR a, wife to King Edward, 
Nxsra, sister to Llewelyn, in love with "60g | Lavy GLOUCESTER. 


BeRNice', her friend, in love with Cadwallon, 


| SyB1L, a soothsayer. 


— _—— b 


SCENE 1.—-Lleweiyn's Palace at Aberffraw, in the Isle of Anglery.# 


Enter Tovor and Gronow, 


- 


GRONOW, | 
ITH joy, my friend, I hail thy fafe return. | 


This morn the Council meet. They'll anxious wiſh 

To know thy miſſion at the Engliſh court. 

But why that penſive look? that downcaſt Eye? 

They ſpeak the prologue of ſome tragic tale. 


* * g 2 


IVOR. 
I feel a ſtrange — a ſad foreboding here; 
The gloomy preſage of my country's fate— | 
King Edward is returned from Paleſtine. 


GRONOW. 
And though he be returned, with laurels | 


4 


Shall a mind like thine be from its centre ſtruck 
By airy viſions, or a fevered dream? 
'  * The ancient Mona, 


IVOR. 

No airy viſion, and no fevered dream, 
Have fixed the dire impreſſion on my * 
Oh! No. 
It was King Edward, decked in proud array, 
Advancing ſlowly through AudusrA's ſtreets. 
Midſt the loud incense offered to his pride, 
Midſt the gay ſmiles, that gleamed around his brow, 
A deep intent I ſaw ; a ſavage purpoſe 
Darkening his mien, and lurking in his eye. 
I fear, this fiery — this portentous ſtar, 
As through the air it whirls its rapid courſe, 
Will wrap ill-fated Cambria in a blaze. 


GRONOW presenting Caradoe's Chronicle of Wales A 


Behold this Tablet, Ivor; mark it well. 
Engraven there is ancient Cambria's ſtory. . 
There wilt thou read, through times ſucceſſive flow, 
Of royal armies; led by Roman chiefs, 

Defeated, and diſgraced: of inborn ſpirit 

Rouſed 'gainſt the Saxon, Daniſh, Norman race. 
Need I to point thy anxious ardent eye 

To the gay banners of our gallant prince, 

Late crowned with conqueſt in the fields of war. 
And ſhall brave Ivor tremble at a ſpectre, 

An hideous image, that wild fancy forms ? 


IVOR.. 

No Phantom ſhakes my firm and ſolid nerve: 
No wild or vain illuſion of the brain. 
My country's ills, as in perſpective viewed, 
Are owned by wiſdom; marked by reaſon's eye. 
Note what I ſay 
In Edward's foul combines ambition, 
With deep deſign, with high but ſubtle thought: 
Of ſpirit ardent, and though fond of war, 
Conqueſt's his aim, not glory's brighter charms, 
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OR LLEWELYN THE GREAT. 
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Our native land the prize for which he ſtarts 

With ſinewy vigour, but with meaſured pace. 
Remember Tievy's banks — where the proud prince, 
Foiled by Llewelyn, fled from th” hoſtile field. 

Hate and revenge e'er ſince have fired his ſoul. 

His Syrian laurels, torn from Caliph's brow, 

Fade at the thought, and wither on his own. 
Ambition thus, and wounded pride conſpire 

To cruſh our prince, and raze the Cambrian name. 


sn OW. 
Ivor no more - my mind reluctant yields. 


vox (to himself), 
But when the ſtorm ſhall burſt, and war ſhall rage, 
When gaunt ambition, with [thurzel ſpear, 
Shakes his fell dart — to wither Cambria's ſtrength: 
May then my arm, with vigour doubly fleeled, 
Strike down the lance —avenge my country's wrongs, 
Or may I perish on th' enſanguined field. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE 11.----An Apartment in the Palace of Aberffraw. 


Enter Nesta and Bernice. 


NESTA. 
Ivor returned, fay'ſt thou ?—Where didiſt ſee him? 


BERNI CE“. 
An hour agone;—and in the palace garden. 


NESTA. 
An hour agone—it ſtirs my wonder much — 
This ſtrange delay — this cold neglect in love: 
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Were thy heart warmed —impaſſioned as is mine — 
Thou'dſt fly to meet me with a lover's haſte. 

Surely no Engliſh dame in Henry's court, 

With brighter charms, has ſtolen my Ivor's heart. 


BERNICE”, 
Ah, lady, let not green-eyed jealouſy 
Sicken thy boſom— taint thy chieftain's faith. 


| NESTA. 

Ah! tis not as 'twas wont—when the brave chief, 
Straight from the chace, would offer at my ſhrine 
His pledge of love, the trophies of the day : 

Or when returned from England's bloody wars, 

He laid his ſword a tribute at my feet : 

He then appeared more pleaſing to the eye, 

Than when the minſtrel's ſong, or feſtive horn, 

Calls him accoutred to Llewelyn's court : 

It ſtrikes my Woman's heart with anxious dread, 

From the ſoft glances of an Engliſh eye 

Much peril meets my gay and gallant chief. 

But ill beſhrew me for ſuch idle fears — 

The vapoured fancies of a loveſick heart. 

My chieftain's faith — ſo pledged to love and me, 
Unſhaken ſtands 
Firm as the barrier rocks which guard our coaſt. 


| BERNICE“. 
My royal miſtreſs is herſelf again. 


NESTA. 
Amidſt this ſoft encounter of our thoughts, 
My friend will ſay — how fares her gentle heart ? 
Her palid cheek, her mild and moiſtened eye,— 
Betray the ſecret — that no calm is there. 
Has love yet fired the gay Cadwallon's breaſt ? 
Or is the youth unmoved by charms like thine ? 
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BERNICE”. 
Ah, my dear lady — thou haſt touched a chord, 

That vibrates here—from which no muſic flows; 
No charms of mine have fired Cadwallon's breaſt : 
Cold as the ſnow that wraps PLINXLIMNMOx's head, 
The only miſtreſs that he woos is war. 
But think not, lady, whatſoe'er I feel, 
The ſoft emotions ſwelling at my heart 
Shall iſſue thence, to taint my virgin fame. 


| NESTA, 
Bernice, ceaſe—a noiſe aſſails mine ear. 
Ohl. 'tis Llewelyn, and th' aſſembled chiefs, 
Slowly repairing to the Council Hall. 
Here let us ſtand apart — and as they paſs, 
Survey with anxious eye the patriot group. 


Exeunt, 


SCENE III. Palace Garden at Aberffraw. 


Enter Glinclivon. 


I'm now diſmiſſed the Council, and am ſent d 
As ſecret Envoy to the Engliſh Court, 
In this employ, I've ample power to turn 
My fertile talents to their beſt account. 
And as the wheel rolls on in Fortune's game, 
Whate'er the ſchoolmen, muſty greybeards, teach,. 
I'll fieze the vantage of each golden prize — 
If firength and genius be diſpenſed to man, 
To ſhield his weakneſs, or advance his power, 
Why not direct them to their deflined end? 
To man's ſelf-intereſt ? that univerſal law 
Which ſways, and moon him thro' this venal OY 
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I go from hence, by prince Llewelyn ſent, 

His friend, his council, Cambria's guiding ſtar : © 
But did he know me—as I ſhall be known — 

The tears o' th' Crocodile he'd truſt as ſoon. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. A Grove of Mountain Ash. 


Enter Nesta and Bernice (with each an Harp). 


NESTA. 
Here in this woodland ſhade we'll fit awhile, 
And guile with ſoothing ſong the hours away. 
For fad and flow the hours will paſs along, 
Until my lover, gallant Ivor, comes. 


NESTA (Sings), 
Go gentle Love with ardent spring, 
Aud armed with all thy potent charms ; 
Go, mount him on thy buoyant wing, 
And waft my lover to my arms, 


BERNICE/, 
Go potent Love with all thy fire, 
Diffuse it through Cadwallon's veins : 
Inspire that heart with soft desire, 
Where Lapland coldness only reigns, 


NESTA, 
Should Dian's lamp, that lights from far, 
Be dim through yon Etherial waste : 
Thou magic Love, be thou the star, 
To guide my lover to my breast, 


Enter Ivor. 


But ſee he's here — Ah! my heart's dear Ivor. . 
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IVOR _ 

My deareſt Neſta Oh!] my ſoul's beſt treaſure! 
To ſee thee thus —to fold thee in my arms— 
Our boſoms beating with reſponſive throbs 


fs bliſs ſupreme —and far o'er pays the pangs, | 
Which abſence gave, through fix ſad tedious moons. 


NESTA. 
But ſay my friend — were ne'er thoſe moments cheared, 
Thy pangs of abſence ſoothed — by beauty's ſmile — 
No danger lurking there—in beauty's eye? 


IVOR. 
No charms I ſaw, had any charm on me: 
No Circe's bowl I drained, with pleaſure filled: 
Nor heard the Syren's ſong, with treaſon fraught. 
Loves, ſuch as ours— ſo fixed by Nature's laws, 
Never can vary from their deſtined point: 
vor the magnet —thou the polar ſtar. 


NESTA. ; 
Thus, thus I thank thee— but we'll part no more. 


IVOR. 

Ah, part no more—T hope it will be ſo, 

Awhile I quit thee, to attend the council. 
( Leading Neſta to Bernice“.) 

And now, Bernice, my loved Neſta's friend, 
Her ſorrow's ſoother, and her boſom's guide, 
This deareſt pledge of love I leave with thee: 
And whatſoe'er our fates enrolled above: | : 
How gay the thread or dark the tiflue's wove: | | 4 
This moral leſſon do thou teach to her, 3 
Its ſacred truth imprinted on thyſelf: — [ 
That ſuffering Meekneſs, and that Virtue's child, 1 
Shall wear the wreath of heavenly peace at laſt. 


B Exeunt. 
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SCENE V.----Council Hall, in the Palace of Aberffraw. 


LLEWELYN (Tising from the council table). 


Ye warrior chiefs, who are aſſembled here, 
Llewelyn greets ye all with cordial love: 
But to Demetia's* chiefs, no fealty due, 
His higheſt praiſe, his grateful thanks are theirs: 
To thoſe high-minded men, on honour's call, 
Who give their councils, and aſſert his cauſe. 


RHYS AP MAELQUIN. 
We all owe homage at a time like this. 
And here we all devote the vengeful ſword 
To thine, Llewelyn, and to Cambria's wrongs. 
( Laying their ſwords on the table.) 


LLEWELYN. 

This generous ardour, chiefs, your prince applauds.. 
The day may come, if ſuch is Heaven's beheſt, 
When your high courage will our country ſave. 
But buſineſs now, of import to the State, 
And preſſing on my perſon's ſafety, claims 
Your wiſdom, chiefs, your calm, deliberate thought. 
Ivor, late envoy, at the Engliſh court, | 
Inform the council of thy miſſion there. 


IvoR (Tises). 
I met the deputies by England ſent, 
And with them ſigned the peace definitive. 
The lands were yielded up, that each had ta'en ; 
Thy rights, with laws o' th' marches, were reſtored. 
Quitting with joy the hateful Engliſh court, 
A ſummons called me to King Edward's preſence, 
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« Tyor”—exclaimed the monarch, “ tell thy chief 
ec That he's a traitor to his lawful liege: 

« Impoſing on our father's mind and age, 

« When priſoner to the rebel Montford: 

Tell him, that he reſumed a ſovereign power, 

« Oft broke his faith, and oft denied him homage. 
« Shall Scotia's king deſert his regal ſtate? 

c Traverſe his confine to our royal court? 

« And ſhall thy chief — a ſelf- entitled prince, 

« From abſtract claims long ſince ſurrendered up, 
<« Refuſe the fealty that he owes his lord?“ 

To this foul ſtorm I calmly thus replied; 

There is a virtue in Llewelyn's heart, 

That as a taliſman repels the ſtain ; 

And ſtamps the patriot deep indented there. 


LLEWELYNs 
Ivor, I applaud thy generous ſpirit. 


IVOR, 
Diſdaining a reply, the king went on: 
Whether hid in marſhes deep - or caverns fell— - 
Or that he ſneaks behind his native rocks — 
Or like his native wolves he prowls i“ th' night — 
Tell him, we'll find the recreant vaſſal out.” 


x LLEWELYN. 

Called me a traitor ?—me a recreant vaſſal ?— 
Preſumptuous —bold —and proud Plantagenet : 
Me?— whoſe high race had held the Britiſh ſceptre 
Long ere theſe Anjoũ dukes were known to fame — 
Or graced their helmets with the Syrian broom: 
It ſhall be found, upon ſome arduous day, | 
Who is the recreant, Edward, thou—or I: 
Whether we wait thee on our native rocks, 
Or like our native wolves i' th dead of night 
Hurl death and terror on thy ſleeping camp, 
Llewelyn will be there—then will he ſtrike 
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The blazoned trophy off thy creſted helm — 
As once he did — when 
Down, down my heart — theſe idle vaunts away: 
He, who's entruſted with the weal of millions, 

Who guards their paſſions, ſhould controul his own. 


(A flight pauſe.) 
Chieftains, the conference is now renewed — 
The times are urgent — 


RHYS AP MAELQUIN. 
Urgent indeed they are, and teem with ſtorms. 
Firmneſs and union, prince, with valour's aid, 
May yet repel them, and avert our fate. | 
Myſelf, and theſe my brave compatriots, 
Are come to warn thee, prince, no truſt—no faith — 


No honour ſways—our deep and deadly foes. 


Have they not given in fee our lands away ? 
Beguiled our chieftains by infiduous lures ? 
Cruſhed down our princes of illuſtrious race? 

Has not ambition now, by fraud or force, 

Siezed on Demetia and her fertile plains, 

And torn from Qu:netha's* ſtrength her ſiſter arm? 
Are ye ſecure ?—Ye, who begin to drink 

The bitter waters, we have taſted long? 

Is female honour ſafe? —Your own demeſnes, 

As luſt and rapine proul along for prey ? 

Are ye not ſubject to a foreign code ? 

Your ancient cuſtoms changed ? your ancient laws ? 
Oppreſſion's hand has ſtamped on all her mark: 
And ſoon, Calamity, enveloped deep 

In ebon clouds, ſhall blacken all your coaſt, 


LLEWELYN, 
True is the varied picture thou haſt drawn, 


Though deeply charged, and dark the colours are. 


North Wales. 
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But minds attempered, and in Virtue's cauſe, 
No perils dread, howe'er the tempeſt howls : 
To avert its ills, and guard our native land, 
What men can do, the generous and the brave, 
Ourſelves will do —then leave the reſt to Gop. 


Enter English Herald. 


By order of my maſter, England's king, 
This mandate, Cambrian prince, I give to thee. 


LLEWELYN (taking the paper). 
Herald retire. | 


(Reads.) 
— —— — — — — JO 
Tis a reſcript from th' imperious Edward, 
A ſummons to attend his coronation. 
(Pauſes to himſelf.) 

From mandates ſuch as theſe, much ill I auger. 
The claims of feudal pride on free-born fates. 
It is the policy of infidious foes 
To ſap all manly virtue at the heart, 
Whene'er Ambition aims his fatal ſhaft. 

(Turning to the chiefs.) 
Your wiſdom, chiefs, muſt now decide the point, | 
Whether it more imports the public weal, 
That I, in perſon, do obey the king, 
Or by refuſal call his vengeance down. 


HARLECH. 
Reject the ſummons, prince, tis age that ſpeaks : 
A prudent caution ſhould direct our fieps, 
When every winding path is ſtrown with thorns : 
A life like thine, important to us all, 
Muſt not be thrown on * th' hazard of a die.” = 
Are not thy brothers leagued with England's king ? | | 3 
Thy rebel chieftains entertained by him ? | "4 
Has time erazed thy gallant father's fate ? 
Where's then thy ſafety? Where are Cambria's hopes? 


— — 
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Should a raſh impulſe, or chivalric truſt, 
Lead thee, unguarded, to king Edward's court. 


LLEWELYN. 
Father proceed, thy wiſdom I revere. 


HARLECH. 
Allow me, prince, to throw in brighter tints. 
Art not contracted to fair Elinor, 
Great Montford's daughter, in Montargis bred ? 
Her friends are ſtrong, and adverſe to thy foe : | 
And leagued with thee, pale Diſcord's fiery torch 
Again ſhall blaze o'er Edward's wide domain. 
Unite with Elinor in Hymen's bands : 
And from that union ſtock ſhall ſcions ſpring 
To curb the growth of yon wide branching Oak. 


LLEWELYN. 
Thy counſel, friend, ſhall have my ſerious thought. 
And now young chiefs, whoſe ardent ſpirits feel 
Acute ſenſation, keener ſenſe of wrong, 
Direct my ſteps through this bewildered maze. 


1von. 
I am not gifted in the grace of ſpeech : 
A warrior's eloquence lies in his ſword. 


N CADWALLON. 
My ſword ſhall beſt evince my patriot zeal. 


GRONOW. 
To age matured we yield the palm of thought : 
War is our ſcience — ours the tented field. 


LLEWELYN (pauses). 
Chieftains, I thank ye, my reſolve is ta' en. 
But through this eddy ſtream my courſe I'll ſteer, 
Between the rocks impervious to the eye, 
Of timid caution, and of raſh reſolve. 
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y king, that I'll obey; his ſummons 


Tell thou th 


(Writes.) 


Exeunt. 


Enter Herald. 


(Exit Herald.) 


My gallant chiefs, the council is diſmiſſed. 
Retire ye now, each to his ſeparate charge 


But on what terms this packet will unfold. 
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Strain every nerve — call up your patriot fire; 
And ſhield our Cambria from the threatening ſtorm. 
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SCENE I.—-King Edward's Palace in London. 


Enter the Earl of Gloucester. 


GLOUCESTER. 
Ir ſtirs my wonder—ſo much time elapſed — 
That th' Engliſh herald, ſent to Llewelyn's court, 
Has not ere this brought back th' expected anfwer. 


Enter Archbishop of Canterbury. 


Good morn, my reverend Lord Archbiſhop. 


PECKHAM. 
Health and peace betide the Earl of Glo'fter. 
The king yet ſtirring lord ? his grace was wont 
With early lark to breathe the morning air. 


GLOUCESTER. 
No—he late laſt night retired from the council, 
His mind oppreſſed with urgent ſtate affairs. 


| PECKHAM. 

Ah! may my prayers, with thoſe of Holy Church, 
Call down from Heaven each bleſſing on his head: 
And ſanction all the vaſt and wiſe deſigns, 
Revolving now in Edward's thoughtful breaſt. 


But here's the king —— may Heaven's ſhield protect thee. 


LEEWELYN THE GREAT. 


Enter King Edward. 


-_ 


EDWARD. 
For thy bleſſing we thank thee reverend lord: 
Oraiſons pure, and pious ſuch as thine, 
Will as a buckler be, by Heaven ſent, 
To ſhield our perſon from Diſaſter's dart. 
We now muſt haſten on our coronation, 
And brother, take thy part in its diſpatch. 


GLOUCESTER. 
My utmoſt powers ſhall be devoted to it. 


EDWARD. 
Where is the herald that we ſent to Wales? 
Is he arrived? or does Llewelyn ftay him ? 


Enter Officer with Herald. 
Th' herald, ſovereign prince, returned from Wales. 


EDWARD. 
Herald ſpeak quick — what ſays the frantic chief ? 


| _ HERALD. 
He ſaid, my liege, and with firm tone he ſpoke, 
« Tell thou, thy king, that I'll obey his fammons— 
« But on what terms this packet will unfold.” 
EDWARD (reads). 
« *'Tis my intent to bend my will to thine, 
But to thy court ſafe conduct I demand. 
“And high-born ſureties® for my ſafe return 
Muſt pledge thy faith, and calm my country's fears.” 
(A flight pauſe.) 
Ah! ſays he ſo — we'll teach him other phraſe: 
More modeſt tones, than ſuch high ſounding words. 


C 


* The Earl of Glouceater, - - - The Chief Juatice of England. 
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GLOUCESTER. 
Indignant, liege, I've heard— and wonder much 


That he a vaſlal, and a rebel chief 
Dare boldly thus t' affail the royal ear, 


With traitorous breathing, and with claims like theſe. 


EDWARD. 
We marked the moody Ivor ere he went — 
The fire that flaſhed within his rebel eye— 
But had not intereſt veiled our riſing wrath — 
He had not lived to tell his tale at home. 


PECKHAM. 
How obſtinate ſoe'er Llewelyn is, 

In diſobeying thy moſt juſt commands ; 
Yet he perhaps by abſtract notions ſwayed, 
May think he's holding Heaven's prerogative,, 
As the vicegerent of its ſovereign power. 
The holy precepts teach to poor —frail man, 
The pious leſſon of forbearance here: 
That Mercy mild, the attribute of Heaven, 
Should beam on finners, who repent their faults. 


EDWARD. 


"Tis not revenge alone that points the ſword, 


And whets its edge againſt the furtive chief. 
Our great deſigns have ta'en a nobler ſcope : 
Benevolence their aim, though yet remote. 


PECKHAM. 
We all do know thy great extent of ſoul. 
Free as expanſive air, thy generous heart 
Beats in accordance with the public- good. 


EDWARD. 


Though vaſt our views, though pure our motives are, 


Obeiſance ſtrict to law we claim from all 
By us protected, or who own our power. 
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EDWARD (to Peckham). 
Our arm's ſuſpended now — the ſword is ſheathed. 
But we'll expect him in our court at Cheſter, 
To pay his homage ang bow down his pride. 
Earl Glouceſter give him note of this—'till then, 
Llewelyn ſleep —enjoy th' illuſive dream 
Of crowns, and ſcepters, and of fancied bliſs 
In Montford's arms when Hymen lights the torch. 


Exeunt. 
— 
SCENE II.----King Edward's Park. 


Enter Prince David. 


DAVID. 
I marvel much what the event will be! 


Whether Llewelyn, with true firmneſs braced, 

Rejects the ſummons ſent him by the king; 

Or ſtruck with terror, vaſſal like obeys. 

Each weighs i the ſcale: and each imports me much: 
Toſſed on the rolling wave—my mind's afloat. 

Should he reje&t— light opens to my view: 
I then with vigorous arm aſſert his cauſe: 
But if a recreant now, with abject fear, 

He crouches low at the Imperial throne, 
My roots I plant in this more genial ſoil, 
And leave to him his Cambria's frigid ar. 


Enter Pri nce Roderic. 


| RODERIC. 
Long have I ſought thee in the royal park. 


DAVID. 
I'm found at laſt, but why that anxious ſearch ? 
And why ſo terror-ſtruck ?—Thy cheek fo pale? 


; Ne ik EN # 
, ws N * 1 - 21 Woke Ps * * x * 4 2 1 
„ £ 1 7 * 
* lr 8 IF 2 n 
> 4 3 0 * - 408 n 2 8 N 0 4 = 


= 
2 "=> 8 9 — 5 — - . P NR > 
r —— 
2 bs — — 
_ — — 
* D f q =_——" * we 


. 
1 
. 
1 
. 
f 


THE CAMBRIAN HERO, 
— 


RODERIC. 

It was a fearful dream, I dreamed laſt night: 
Sleeping, methought, i' th' chamber — aye i” th* very bed 
On which my father ſlept — the night he fell 
From th' Tower's high turret to the ditch below: 
Methought I ſaw his pale and mangled form 
Draw back my curtain 
And pointing to the turret's rugged front — 

With hollow accent ſaid © there's - there's the rock 

On which Llewelyn — and we all ſhall firike,” | 
Thus faid it vaniſhed and diſſolved to air. 

Inſtant two heads“ in Fancy's viſion roſe — 

Upreared on poles — with viſage gaunt and grim — 


DAVID (agitated). 
Brother retire — I'll talk with thee anon. 
Exit Roderic. 


| DAVID. 
&« There's —there's the rock 


On which Llewelyn — and we all ſhall ſtrike.” 


So ſaid the ghoſt—and if the portent's true— 
I too ſhall on that fatal rock be loſt. 
(Muſes.) 
How Truth's ſtern dictates, though in viſions couched, 
Sieze on each nerve, and penetrate the ſoul: 
(Pauſes.) 
Chimeras ceaſe— falſe glory's flights away: 
So touched am I; e'en every ſenſe recoils 
From this fell hate; from Treaſon's impious aims. 


Enter King Edward's Fool. 


FOOL. 
Ah! art here — i' th' way o' th' fool - get thee hence— 
Oft do I bid thee from the court I trow. 


* 'The heads of the princes, Llewelyn and David, were fixed by King Edward 
on poles, opposite each other, on the highest turret in the Tower, 
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Art moody too? thou, whom thine own has ſent, 


A vagrant here, to eat our country up, 
And ſpy through treaſon's glaſs the naked land. 


DAVID. 
I've other thoughts than thee, thou fooliſh fool. 


\ FOOL. ; 
"Twill be well with thee—if thy thoughts are wiſe, 

One day or t'other, thou mayſt think o' th' fool — 

And then may think —who's been the greateſt fool. 


DAVID. 
I cannot brook it to be flouted thus. 


FOOL. 

Thou canſt not brook it—nor can I the whip— 
It is unſavory — but there's medicine in't— 
"Twill give thee wit to know, I've title here— 
To wear this cap and play the motley fool — 
Or in my motley phraſe—and vagrant wits — 
Teach all in ſaus — what *twoud be wiſe to know, 
Who twits at me — twits at his own true ſenſe. 
But here's his grace — and ſoon yon whipſter there, 
The laws high beadle, Edward, ſhakes the whip — 
And gives thee taſte — of what thou art to feel. 


Exit Fool. 
Enter King Edward. 


EDWARD. 


What draws my Lord of Denbigh out ſo ſoon ? 


DAVID. 
I' enjoy the morning air, my gracious liege. 


EDWARD. 
David, beware— for it does much behoye thee 
To hold the fealty thou haſt ſworn to keep, 
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Suſpicion's piercing eye is on the watch. 

For they, who ſwerve from Honour's ſacred law, 
No ſteady track purſue through life's rough ſea; 
But veer and turn with every varying wind. 


Exit. 


DAVID. 
My mind's reſolved — theſe inſults I'll not brook. 
But though reſolved, yet muſt I wait a fair 
And golden chance to call me to the field : 
Then deeds in war regain Llewelyn's love. 


Exit. 


SCENE III. Royal Palace in London. 


Enter the Earls of Gloucester and Hereford (meeting on the stage). 


GLOUCESTER, 
T joy to ſee my Lord of Hereford. 


Art thou come recent from the weſtern march ? 
HEREFORD. 
Tis near a month ſince I departed thence. 


But age, worn down by toil and other cares, 


Confined the duties which I owed the king. 


Enter King Edward 


But here's his grace: Oh! my dread ſovereign lord; 
It joys my heart to ſee my liege returned 
So hale from th' peril of the Syrian wars. 


EDWARD. 
Great praiſe 1s due to thee my good. old lord. 
Thy loyal firmneſs in my father's cauſe 
My grateful thanks demands—my warmeſt love. 
But my good earl, ſay, what's the ſtate o* th' borders, 
O'er which, as warden, thou doſt hold command ? 


OR LLEWELYN THE GREAT, 
— 


HEREFORD. 
My powers, unequal to the painter's taſk, 
Can only ſketch the outlines of the ſcene. 
E'er fince the inroads of the favage Welſh, 
The confine marks a dark and dreary waſte-; 
There Deſolation holds her ſullen reign. 


EDWARD. 
Give us but time, we'll pluck the briars up, 
And in their ſtead will plant the ſummer roſe : 
Or where the nettle or the thiſtle grew, 
Ceres o'er all ſhall ſpread her golden ſheaves. 


Enter Officer. 


OFFICER. 
I bring this letter to the Earl of Glo'ſter. 


GLOUCESTER (reads ). 
« Our ſhips of war, on a late cruize at ſea, 
“Have ta'en de Montford on her voyage to Wales.” 


(After a pauſe to himſelf.) 


EDWARD. 
Ah! is it fo? — My genius now has ſcope. 
We'll ſo entangle this love-ſtricken chief 
By magic charm — he'll be our captive too. 
——— Glo'ſter attend fair Elinor to court. — 


GLOUCESTER... 
Twill be a pleaſing taſk, my gracious liege. 


EDWARD. 
But now good Glo'ſter, and thou our loyal earl, 
We'll at this juncture ope our inmoſt thoughts. 
That Montford's daughter is our captive here, 
Is of great import to our kingdom's weal. 
Her friends are firong and adverſe to our reign : ' 
And had fair El'nor reached Llewelyn's court, 
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The union band ſhe would have tied fo cloſe, 
"Tween th' Engliſh rebels and revolting Welſh, 
The ſword alone had cut the Gordian knot. 
To fix the varying needle to its point, 

Th' attractive loadſtone muſt be ſtationed here. 


GLOUCESTER, 
I now retire t' eſcort fair Elinor. 


Exit. 


EDWARD. 

"Tis needleſs, noble earl, to point to thee 
The truſt that's given to every marcher lord ; 
And how it imports much that part o' th' realm, 
That watch and ward be on the borders kept : 
For we've a warlike and a ſubtle foe 
To hold at bay — whoſe fierce and agile ſpring 
At times provokes, and then eludes our graſp. 


Eæeunt. 


SCENE IV.- King Edward's Palace in London. 


Queen Elenora sitting). 


Enter Lady Gloucester. 


| QUEEN. 
Good day to thee, my fair and gentle ſiſter. 


The like, and every good betide your grace. 


| QUEEN. 
Haſt ſeen the king, in paſſing through the park ?. 
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LADY GLOUCESTER, 


Yes, royal miſtreſs, and he looked moſt blithe. 


QUEEN. 
It joys me much — for anxious cares of late 
Hang on his brow, and tinge his florid mien : 
More gay he looked, ſerener to the eye, 
E'en when I ſucked the venomed poiſon out, 
As life's briſk tide was ebbing faſt away, | 
And death was urging on his fatal work. 


Enter King Edward. (gaily ). 


EDWARD. 
A ſtranger fair is juſt arrived i th' court, 
Who hopes admittance to our gentle queen. 


QUEEN. 

Who is this ſtranger, ſay, whoſe magic ſpell, 
Has wrought ſuch wonders on thy mantling cheek, 

Where pleaſure's ſmile has never gleamed of late? 


EDWARD. 
Tis a fair mermaid, from the rolling main, 
Steering to th' weſtward on a *dolphin's back.” 


QUEEN. 
A mermaid, ſay'ſt thou, ſhe is welcome then. 
But ſay, my lord, and without Fancy's aid, 
Who the fair mermaid is, this ſea-born nymph ? 


| EDWARD. 
Elinor de Montford 


With vigils tired, with beads, and matin prayers, 
Had winged her flight for Wales—to offer there 
A warmer incenſe at the ſhrine of Love. 


Enter Officer. 


| OFFICER. 
The captives lately ta'en await your grace. 


Exit. 
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EDWARD. 
Strangers, ye're welcome to the Enpliſh court. 


AUMERY.. 
Of that we cannot doubt - 


But that we ſhould on open ſea be taken 

Thy priſoners, king, and from our purpoſe driven, 
No war between my ſovereign liege and thee, 

Of that we do complain ; and feel infringed 

The law of nations, and the faith of kings. 


EDWARD. 
To thee at leaſt we are not bound to anſwer 


Why we have done this deed that wakes thy frown. 


AUMERY. 
Deeds, ſuch as this, tyrants alone atchieve. 


EDWARD. 
Were I that tyrant, thou haſt tiled me, prieſt, 
Thy head ſhould pay the forfeit for thy tongue. 


AUMERY. 

I claim the privilege of Holy Church — 
And for my ſiſter here— her virtues will 
Encircle her with Heaven's protecting ſhield. 


EDWARD (to Gloucester). 


See that he's cloſe confined in Sherborne caſtle. 
Fair Elinor ſhall remain i' th' Engliſh court. 


(To Aumem. 
We ſhall adjuſt this matter with thy king. 
Exit Aumexy avith Gloucester. 


AUEEN. 


- Lady, good day — how fares the gentle Montford? 


Enter Aumery, Elinor de Montford, Madeleine, and Gloucester. 
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As one, who feels acute her boſom's wiſh, 
Her hopes, high bloſſomed, nipt i' th' winter's froſt — 
But who reſigns herſelf to Heaven's high will. 


| QUEEN. 
Thy ſorrows, lady, refignation mild, 
Call for our pity, and our warmeſt praiſe. 


Exeunt Queen and Lady Gloucester. 


EDWARD. 

We'll commune, Elinor, awhile with thee. 
'Tis in thy means to ſerve our intereſts well, 
And rule the conduct of yon moon-ſtruck chief. 
If by attractive power, or central force, 
Thou keep'ſt that fiery and eccentric orb, 
Within the lines preſcribed by duty's law, 
Hymen ſhall then light up his genial torch : 
Our fulleſt honours, and our ſpecial grace, 
Shall be thy meed for ſuch thy high deſert. 


ELIxon. 
Should th' Almighty judge a maid like me, 

An agent fit to ſerve His righteous aims, 

I would with zeal obey the ſacred call: 

His views are wiſe—unerring all His ways: 

But man, frail man, on Paſſion's current borne, 

Drives on impetuous in his whirlwind courſe. 


EDWARD. 
Precepts like theſe, oft taught in cloiſtered walls, 
Though moral all, yet bear not to our point. 


ELINOR, 
They bear at leaſt my juſt and firm reſolves. 
If in my power by Virtue's fimple means, 
To tie more cloſe the bands of ſocial love, 
T' extinguiſh in the heart the cauſe of war, 
Between thyſelf and my affianced lord, 
To theſe good ends I will devote my ſtrength. 
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But think not, though the idol of his ſoul, 

I &er will urge him on ignoble points, | 
Injure his honour, or his ſovereign rights. 

Though captive here, and a defenceleſs maid, 

With equal mind, and fixed reſolve, I'll bear 

Thy full-blown offers, or thy direſt hate. 


— —  ——  ——_ ——————— — = 


EDWARD. 
We leave thee El'nor to thy better thoughts. 


Exit. 


ELINOR. 
And now my Madeleine this ſcene is o'er : 
And painful ſure it was to Montford's heart. 


| MADELEINE. 
Painful it muſt be to a heart like thine, 
For e'en to me an irkſome ſcene it was : | 
Beſides the ills reflected from miſchance, 
I ſaw the fire that kindled Edward's eye, 


As, rapt, he gazed on his fair captive's charms. 


ELINOR. 
My faded form diffuſed no other fire, 
Than what ambition flaſhed on Edward's eye. 
Ah no! he then aſſumed his native mien, 
O'er which deſign had thrown a flimzy vel : 
With haughty tone, in pointed terms he faid : 
My freedom's price — muſt be my honour's wreck. 
(To herself.) 
But long as life's blood warms this fickened heart, 
It vibrates true to thee, my deareſt lord. 
(To Madeleine.) 
It gives a deeper tinge to my ſad thoughts, 
As Fancy views him through her magic glaſs, 
To think — how keen he'll feel this keeneſt froſt : 
His budding hopes juſt burſting into flower : 
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ELINOR (to herse /). 
For oft Llewelyn, oft my boſom's lord, 
Caſts o'er the main a lover's anxious eye, 
To meet his Elinor buoyant on the waves : 
And oft that eye, in night's thick vapours lo 
Turns away penſive from the trackleſs deep. 


Exeunt, 


— — 


End of the Second Act. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I.—-Llewelyn's Palace, at Aberffraw. 


Enter Llewelyn (in a thoughtful mood). 


LLEWELYN. 
PERHArs there is not in the range of thought 
Senſation more acute than hope delayed; 
Or aught that wounds ſo deeply as ſuſpence: 
*Tis that I feel tis that uncertain void 
: On which the wavering mind unſettled floats. 
Could I but fathom Edward's deep deſigns, 
Through the dark miſts in which they are involved, 
I might repel them as they ſpring to life. 
But all between us is a ſilent blank : 
*'Tis like the calm, that ſtillneſs in the air 
Nature oft ſends, precurſer of the ſtorm. 
But this apart —my heart's more keenly touched: 
Its poignant feelings ſtrained t' th' higheſt pitch 
For Elinor's dubious fate : that lovely maid, 
Whoſe dear dear image is imprinted here. 


Enter Ivor (presenting a letter to Llewelyn ). 


Ivon. 
A herald is arrived from England's king. 
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LLEWELYN (reads). 
Tis a new ſummons to attend at Cheſter, 
(Muſing in a low tone to himſelf.) 
It's his deſign to lure me to his goal: 
And when the imperial lion docile grows, 
To chafe or ſooth him, as the will directs ; 
And when the lion tamely wears his chains, 
He'll ſportive ſhew him, and with taunts exclaim, 
That is Llewelyn—once the Prince of Wales. 
(Agitated.) 
Take care Llewelyn that no hideous ſpectre, 
Which in diſordered fancy thou haſt ſeen, 
Shall ſtrike thy mind from off its ſolid baſe. 


IVOR. 
Th' intent is clear, by reſcripts ſuch as theſe, 
To lower thee, crouching, in the public eye, 
And then to cruſh, when all eſteem is loft. 
If meet ye muſt— meet him in the front of war — 
For there's the ſtation of a Cambrian prince. 


LLEWELYN. 
Tis true; and yet a prince humane as brave, 


Firſt mild perſuaſion, ſtronger tones he tries, 
Ere he, indignant, looſe the reins of war. 

| (Mufing.) 
I'm now reſolved once more to try the field, 
And guard my ſafety with the hoſtile ſword. 


Enter Officer. 


' OFFICER. 
This letter, prince, is ſent from the Engliſh. court. 


Llewelyn opens and reads part of the letter in great agitation. 


LLEWELYN. 
Captive—fay'ſt thou—my web is winding up. 
"There, read the prologue of Llewelyn's fate. 
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voR (reads). 
« Sailing from France to finiſh Hymen's rites, 
« Montford is taken, and in Edward's power. 
© GLINCLIVON.” 


LLEWELYN (in a dejected tone). 
Something like preſcience told me this was fo : 
And as a vapoured viſion of the night, 
Preſſed heavy on me, and unnerved my foul. —— 
Ah!—there's a billet from the letter fallen : 
(Takes it up.) 
"Tis her dear cypher —'tis my Elinor's name. 
{Reads.) 
* Preſerve thine honour, as thou wouldſt thine Elinor's.” 
(Pauſes. 


And ſo ] will, thou angel monitor. 

And now, my friend, Ive done with theſe ſoft plaints: 
More noble aims call up my ſpirits now: 

My injured Elinor : my country's wrongs. 

Haſte to the frontier — take thy Snowden bands — 

Detach Cadwallon, and his warrior clan, 

To waſte the borders, and to ſpread alarm: 

And inſtant, thou purſue his fiery track. 

Nearer t' th' confine I'll advance my powers, 

And ſieze each vantage as the wheel rolls on. 


IVOR. 
My prompt diſpatch ſhall ſpeak my duty's zeal. 


LLEWELYN. 

Farewell my friend — but on ſome arduous day — 
Thy ſoul high-wrought— on fire for deeds of death, 
If Neſta's image, ſhould e'er ſtrike thine eye, 
Think, that her fate is pendent on thine arm. 

ED IVOR. 

Though Cambria's wrongs ſhall rouſe the vengeful ſteel, 

Thy image, Neſta, gives it keener force. 


Eæeunt. 
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SCENE 1I.----King Edward's Court, in Chester Castle. 


Enter Edward, the Earls of Gloucester, Hereford, and Chester, 
(meeting on the platform, in full view of Wales). 


EDWARD (to Hereford). 


Good day to all, and thee my good old earl. 
Our march from Wor'ſter has been tedious, lord. 


| HEREFORD. 
It has my liege — marked by diſaſter too. 


EDWARD. 
Say Earl of Cheſter, are thy yeomen here ? 


All well accoutred, and in good array ? 


CHESTER. 
They are my liege—all eager for the war. 


EDWARD. 


Glo'ſter, be this thy charge; and note it well; 


Let all our caſtles, and our frontier poſts, 

Be thrown into a ſtate of ſtrong defence. 
Hew down the foreſts up to Conway's flood, 
And ope a paſſage for our army's march. 

This great deſign demands thy utmoſt powers, 
And the ſtrong ſinews of our liegemen here. 


GLOUCESTER. 
In this vaſt work diſpatch ſhall mark my zeal. 


Exit.” 


EDWARD (looking towards Wales and speaking to his attendant Lords). 


"Tis a bold view, that ſtrikes upon our eye. 
Yon range of mountains, with indignant frown, 
Scouls ſtern defiance on our rude advance: 

But when we ſcale yon rugged wall of rock, 
The time-worn Snowden trembles on its baſe. 
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Enter an Officer in the King's Army. 


_ OFFICER, 
I crave thy pardon, for the tale I tell. 
"Twas mine in charge to bring from Wor'ſter's court 
El'nor de Montford, to attend the queen. 
The chief from Wales, who led the Arab band, 
In ambuſh lay—and in the dead o' th' night 
Forced our ſtrong guard, and fiezed the captive dame. 
The chief is wounded, and thy priſoner here. 


EDWARD. 
Convey him ſtraight in chains to Hawarden Caſtle. 
(Muſing.) 
Ah! this has blighted all the golden hopes, 
That vainly bloſſomed from fair El'nor's charms. 
(To himfelf.) 
But we'll aſſiſt him in his nuptial rites, 
And give him muſic for his grand carouſe: 
The dance we'll give him through its fatal maze, 
| Led on by Death, our feſtive minſtrel there. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL.----Llewelyn's Palace, at Aber, in Carnarvonshire. 


Enter Glinclivon, meeting an Officer. 


GLINCLIVON. 

Go tell the prince, I wiſh to ſee him ſtraight. 
And ſay our conference muſt be ſecret. 

Exit Officer. 

So far my views have ta'en an ample ſcope : 
So far have proſpered all the brilliant hopes, 
Which I'd not vainly nurtured in my brain. 
For now in Edward's councils do I move, 


An agent fit for his all-pregnant mind. 


OR. LLEWELYN/ THE GREAT. 
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Enter Llewelyn. 


LLREW ELIN. 
Ah! art thou here Glinclivon—ſay my friend, 
What is the purport of thy errand now? 


GLINCLIVON. 
It holds an intereſt in my ſovereign's weal : 
And winged by loyal zeal I'm hither come. 
It joys me much to ſee my friend ſo calm, 
Amidſt the ſtorm that's hovering round his head, 
The lowering clouds which ſhade his fortune's now. 


LLEWELYN. 
My ſky of late has often darkly frowned. 
But ſome freſh ſtorm has thrown in blacker tints, 
Or why that penfive—why that anxious look ? 


GLINCLIVON. 
It is—becauſe—and with regret —I ſpeak — 
The lovely Montford —is in Edward's court. 


LLEWELYN. 
Too well I know—and that's the cloud which throws. 
A deeper ſhade around my ſetting ſtar. 
But what of that? e'en there ſhe fits ſecure 
On Virtue's throne, with angels for her guard. 


GLINCLIVON. 
To thee my friend, howe'er it pains my heart, 
I muſt be plain — danger is lurking there. 


LLEWELYN. 
What canſt thou mean? for thy ambiguous phraſe 
Fevers my blood - calls all my ſpirits up — 
And ſtrikes my mind from off its central ſpring. 


GLINCLIVON. 
Tis not for me, by foul aſperſion's breath, 
To ſtain a foul fo pure as Elinor's ; 


But Edward's young — is full of fire—and hates. 
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LIEWELTN. 
I know he hates — but then his mind is fraught 
With manly virtues, and chivalric worth: 
Too nobly gifted for fo foul a deed. 
But were he falſe—in Elinor's breaſt is lodged - 
An amulet — that guards it from all Rain. 


GLINCLIVON. 
For thy de Montford, in her ſpotleſs ſoul, 

No faintly ſeraph is more pure than her: 

So I believe but woman may be frail, 

When ſplendour caſts a faſcinating charm, 

And princely Edward courts the raptured eye. 

More might I tell - and 'tis my zeal for thee, 

To make this peerless maiden now thine own, 

I rouſe thy ſpirit by the baleful tale. 


LLEWELYN. 
Deviſe the means — if honour ſtays me not, 
No peril ſhall appal my ſteady ſoul. 


GLINCLIVON. 
Read then this packet, prince — revolve it deep — 


For it imports thee much 

(Aſide.) 
The poiſon works 
The venomed arrow rankles in his heart. 


Exit. 


- 


LLEWELYN (after a pause). 


But woman may be frail - then what am I? 
A ſhattered bark, toſſed on th' unſtable wave. 
More might I tell — myſterious baleful words — 
Their ſubtle poiſon ſhoots thro* every vein — 
The jarring elements within my ſoul 


Are all in conflict wild 
( Pauſe.) 
Stop, Llewelyn, ſtop — fervid ſpirit down — _ 
| (Pauſe.) * 


Shall flight ſurmiſe, though urged in friendly zeal, 
Melt the ſtrong cement of affianced love: 
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Or taint a mind ſo chaſte, a ſoul like her's, 
Where all the virgin graces are inſhrined : 
And where religion has affixed her ſeal. 

Oh! no - away — away the horrid thought — 
My El'nor's pure — Glinclivon is deceived. 


Exit. 


SCENE IV.----Llewelyn sitting at a table, in an apartment of the Palace, and reading a packet. = 


LLEWELYN (musing for a time). 
Though fondly urged —my firm reſolve is fixed, 
Although my friend ſhould prompt me to the deed, 
And my dear El'nor is the golden prize. 


Enter Gronow. 


GRONOW. 
What is the purport of thoſe papers, prince, 
Which ſtamps upon thy brow ſuch ſerious thought ? 


| LLEWELYN. 
There—read the packet which Glinclivon brings. 


GRONOW (reads). 
Let deep diſcretion now direct thy ſteps, 
When every path with wily ſerpents teems. 


LLEWELYN (after a pause). 

I'll not the lands reftore, the forts repair, 
Which late by conqueſt we have made our own : 
Nor will I by command to Cheſter go, 
Nor yield my warriors at king Edward's call. 

{Slight Pauſe.) 

'Tis true—that Edward throws to me a lure, 
The brighteſt diamond that adorns his crown : 
All that the eye—whate'er my ſoul holds dear. ; 
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But yet a ſtern ſeverer duty calls 

On me, a prince, whoſe delegated truſt 

Is Heaven's high gift, diſpenſed to mortal man, 
Jo act as agent in its ſacred cauſe, 

And guard the millions truſted to his care. 


GRONOW. 
"Tis thine, Llewelyn—'tis thy manly part 


To mould thy ſpirit to ſuch noble aims. 


| LLEWELYN-« 
It is my wiſh — but ſee yon cloud of duſt, 
That like a ſpiral column mounts t' th' ſky. 
It ſounds t' th' ear as if a thouſand hoofs 
Were clattering down yon rugged winding way. 
Are all the poſts ſecure ?!—— 


GRONOW. 
All are ſecure— yet as it nearer comes, 
I think, I ſee, though indiſtinct it ſeems, 
As if 'twere Ivor's ſelf —— 
And here he comes t' unfold his quick return. 


Enter Tvor. 


IVOR. 
Llewelyn, prince, I bring to thee a gift — 
The brighteſt trophy of the conquered field 
That Fortune ſends her pledge of happier ſmiles : 
My beauteous charge — Elinor de Montford. 


LLEWELYN. 
My Elinor — then fortune haſt thou ſmiled. 
But why withhold her from my anxious eye? 


IVOR. 
With virgin bluſh, ſuffuſed upon her cheek, 
She bends her duties to thy royal will. 


Exit. 
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Enter Ivor, with Elinor and Madeleine. 5 
(Llewelyn and Elinor gaze for some moments at each other.) 


LLEWELYN. 
And do I ſee thee now — thou dear, dear maid ? 


Whoſe image oft I've viewed in fancy's eye: 
Thus, thus to fold thee to my throbing breaſt, 
Is to ſecure the bliſs fond fancy promiſed. 


ELINOR. 
With timid eye and palpitating heart, 
I meet thee prince, my long affianced lord. 
| (Kneels.) 

And Thou, great Gop, aſſiſt a ſuppliant maid, 
So to direct the journey ſhe muſt go 
Through the dark mazes of this thorny world, 
As to deſerve his love, promote his bliſs : 
Pure ſpirit of my father !—if thou ſtill 
Feel'ſt aught of intereſt for weak mortals here, 
Look down upon me, bleſs my nuptial hour, 
And caſt a father's mantle o'er thy child. 


(Rise) 


LLEWELYN. 
Say, Ivor, ſay, to what capricious chance, 
Inceſſant riſing through life's varied ſcene, 
Muſt I be thankful for this golden prize ? 


IVOR. 
I th' joy I felt to ſhew thee this bright ſtar, 

I had o'erlooked the ſhade that dims its luſtre. 
Cadwallon, rapid as the light'ning's flaſh, 
Soon ſet the confine in a livid blaze: 
Then as he ſhot along the blackening waſte, 
A troop he 'ſpied, and checked in full career, 
Bearing fair Montford to the Engliſh court. 
With tiger's rage the phalanx he o'erwhelmed, 
And from its centre fiezed the trembling dame: 5 
But in the conflict he was made a priſoner. 
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LLEWELYN 
If thou, my friend, haſt found a warrior's grave, 
Thou ſhalt obtain from me a warrior's meed. 


IVOR. 
I ſoon purſued —redeemed the captive maid — 
And on the inſtant bore her off to Wales. 


ELINOR (to Llewelyn). 
Dear is the ranſom, thou muſt pay for Elinor, 
And tinged her freedom is with deep alloy: 
I ſaw the chief with pointed javelin fixed, 
Pierce the deep column that encloſed me round : 
I ſaw him victor, and myſelf ſet free : 
I ſaw him wounded, and the warrior fallen: 
Memory from thence was loſt in ſtagnant ſenſe, 
Until the valour of this gallant chief 
Called me to freedom, and to thee, loved lord. 


Enter Nesta (agitated). 
NESTA. 
Ah? where is Ivor? —Is he ſafe returned? 


IVOR. 
Favoured by fortune, he 1s ſoon returned : 
Love lent him wings, and duty ſteered his courſe. 


LLEWELYN presenting Elinor to Nesta ). 
This faireſt dame I give in charge to thee : 


A gem, high valued, by th' Aimighty ſent : 
A cordial drop, thrown in Llewelyn's cup : 
The Heavenly gift is Elinor de Montford. 
Preſerve her as thou wouldſt a relic keep: 
A faintly image, that inſpires thy ſoul 
With holy fervour, and with heavenly grace. 

(To Elinor.) 
Thy wearied ſpirits now ſhould feek repose : 

(To Nexta.) 
To calm and ſooth them, be my Neſta's care. 


Exeunt Elinor, Madeleine and Nesta. 
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Enter Courier. 


COURIER. 
Liege, from prince David I am come expreſs. 


LLEWELYN. 
Ah! from my brother? — Speak, what ſays the traitor ? 


COURIER. 

I am to tell thee : ſtruck with conſcious ſhame, 
And deep remorſe, for Cambria's wrongs and thine, 
That he, withdrawn from Edward's perilous court, 
Now lies ſecreted in his own demeſnes ; 

Till ſome bright chance ſhall give him power to act 
The patriot part, and raze from off his name 
The taint of treaſon, that now dims its luſtre. 


LLEWELYN. 
Virtue alone can give the chymic power, 
To cleanſe the mind from ſtains of conſcious guilt. 


COURIER. 
But I've another tale to tell thee prince. 
Haſt thou of late heard aught of young Cadwallon ? 


LLEWELYN. 
Yes, he is wounded, and in Edward's power. 


COURIER. 
He's doomed to death by Edward's ſtern decree. 


LLEWELYN. 
But he'll not furely to ſuch ruthleſs point 
Urge his deep malice, and inveterate hate ? 


COURIER. 
Whate'er king Edward wills —'tis fixed as fate. 


LLEWELYN. 
Then is Cadwallon loſt — 


(To tha 
Each as > china offers, muſt his victim be: 
My turn will come to fatiate his revenge. 
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But 'tis no ſeaſon for ſuch vain portents: 
Action my province now: the hero's part. 
(To Courier.) 
Go, tell thy chief, by valorous deeds in arms, 
To check proud Edward, and regain my love. 


Exit Courier. 
IVOR. 


I joy to think, cleared from the traitor's ſtain, 
Thy brother David has renounced the foe. 


LLEWELYN. 
And ſo am I: for much we need him now. 


(Slight Pauſe.) 
I grieve, my Ivor, at this fad miſchance: 
The mournful fate, that waits the warrior youth. 
Here let me think: find ſome expedient now, 
To ſnatch Cadwallon from the graſp of death. 

(Mufing.) 

There is a virtue in the holy cowl, 
That ſtrikes e'en kings with reverential awe. 
I'll ſend the Friar John t' th' Engliſh court, 
To urge my wiſh, and plead the chieftain's cauſe : 
But ſhould he vainly plead, he gives him fhrift, 
Then to the God of War we make appeal, 
And ſtern repriſal wields the vengeful ſword : 
Then on the ſanguined plain, with victims ſtrown, 
We raiſe an urn ſepulchral to the dead. 


Exeunt, 


— —_— 


SCENE TIV.----An Aisle in the Cathedral Church, at Aber. 


Solemn strains of music from the organ. 


Enter Bernice”. 
BERNICE“. 
There is a mild, a penſive beauty here, 
That's ſadly ſoothing to a ſoul like mine: 
A calm, reflected from theſe vaulted aiſles, 
More genial to the heart of thoughtful man, 
Than the gay ſplendour of fantaſtic life. 
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Reſerve and ſadneſs ſeem to chill the air: 

And Nature's ſelf ſeems wrapped in ſullen gloom: 

For e'en yon court, the ſcene of feſtive joy, 

Is now a blank; a ſilent dreary wafle; 

The harp unſtrung; and mute the minſtrel's ſong. 
(Pauſe.) 

Tis ſtrange — no news arrives from that loved chief 

Whoſe manly image is engrafted here: | 

Anxious to know I cannot, dare not aſk: 

But here comes Friar John, my holy guide: 

And e'en with Aim have ſorrow's dark'ned tints 

Thrown deeper colour on his ſombre cheek. 


FRIAR. 

Heaven guard thee, maiden, from all evil thoughts. 
Whate'er's the cup ordained for thee to taſte, 
In man's ſad travel through this ſorrow's vale, 
Keep thy mind even; in that placid calm, 
Which ſeraphs practice, and our precepts teach: 
Haſt thou due vigils kept ? oraiſons made? 
And craved protection from the throne of Grace? 


BERNICE”. 
Father, I have: and if I've erred in aught, 

It was my frailty — not my will that ſinned. 

But why ſo cloſely urged —ſo queſtioned now? 
When laſt I met thee in yon vaulted aiſle, 
Whoſe high-raiſed arches caſt a ſolemn gloom; 
As trembling then I knelt, with pious awe, 
Before the ſacred Croſs, and imaged ſaints, 

I opened to thee all my boſom's thoughts, 


FRIAR. 
Thou didſt indeed, and I monitian gave. 


BERNICE.. 


Thy words enveloped are in night's dark vell ; 
Thy looks, the omen of Bernice's fate. 


FRIAR. 


I'll then be brief: Holy Virgin guard her. 
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Cadwallon is in chains — in Edward's power — 
He's wounded too — and by a ſtern decree — 1 
Is doomed to 


(She flarts each time with ſtronger emotion.) 


BERNICE”. 
Ah! doomed to what ? what is. he doomed to bear ? 


FRIAR. 
The laſt ſad refuge from. all mortal coil. 


BERNICE”. 
He's doomed to death ! but when that fate is o'er, 
As thy pure ſpirit, on an angel's wing, 
Rides buoyant through the air to meet its Gop, 
— Oh! think — Cadwallon, on the loft Bernice. 


( Pauſe.) 


Thy pardon, father — I am patient now. 


FRIAR, 
It much behoves thee to be patient ſtill: 

Child of affliction, hear my miſſion out: 
Llewelyn ſends me to the Engliſh king, 

Jo offer ranſom for the warrior's life. 
If mercy fails —I plead the laws of war : 
But ſhould inveterate hate reject the ſuit, 
I throw the gage of ſtern repriſal down: 
We then prepare him for a better world. 


BERNICE“. 
Aſſiſt me, father, for I've need of aid: 


Oh! give thy counſel to weak frailty's child; 
The balm of comfort to her wounded heart. 


FRIAR. 
Anon, I meet thee in the cloiſtered aiſle. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. -A Forest. Welsh Camp, on the heights of Kinmael, above St, Asaph. 


Welsh Soldiers amusing themselves in various sports. 


Enter Friar John. 


SOLDIER, (speaking to his comrades ). 
He's Friar John, I know him by his croſs. 


FRIAR. 


Warriors good day — Heaven guard ye from all harm. 


7 SOLDIER. 
Our thanks from all are thine, moſt reverend prieſt. 


FRIAR. | 
From whence come ye ?—and who commands the poſt ? 


SOLDIER. 
Maeuntloch bred us — Ivor is our general. 


FRIAR. 
How far from Hawarden caſtle is't from hence ? 


SOLDIER. 


Cloſe on ten furlongs, pleaſe your holineſs. 


FRIAR. 
Where is the ſtation of King Edward's power? 


SOLDIER. 
At Cheſter now he lies — he'll ſoon advance, 
And camp his forces upon Morva- Rhudlan,— 
Prince David, too— he was a traitor bold 
Is now come o'er, and fights on Welſhman's fide. 
I whiſper ſomething in thy private ear. 
(They talk with each other.) 


| FRIAR. | 
Nay, then — muſt be brief—and haſte away — 
If I arrive not ſoon, he'll need no ſhrift. 
Exeunt. 
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Cadwallon is in chains — in Edward's power — 
He's wounded too—and by a ſtern decree— 
Is doomed to 


(Ske ſtarts each time with ſtronger emotion.) 


BERNICE“. 


Ah! doomed to what? what is he doomed to bear ? 


FRIAR. 
The laſt ſad refuge from all mortal coil. 


BERNICE“. 


He's doomed to death ! but when that fate is o'er, 


As thy pure ſpirit, on an angel's wing, 
Rides buoyant through the air to meet its Gop, 
— Oh! think — Cadwallon, on the loſt Bernice. 


( Pauſe.) 


Thy pardon, father —I am patient now. 


; FRIAR, 
It much behoves thee to be patient ſtill: 

Child of affliction, hear my miſſion out : 

Llewelyn ſends me to the Engliſh king, 

To offer ranſom for the warrior's life. 

If mercy fails —I plead the laws of war : 

But ſhould inveterate hate reject the ſuit, 

I throw the gage of ſtern repriſal down: 

We then prepare him for a better world. 


BERNICE“. 
Aſſiſt me, father, for I've need of aid: 


Oh! give thy counſel to weak frailty's child; 
The balm of comfort to her wounded heart. 


FRIAR. 
Anon, I meet thee in the cloiſtered aiſle. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE VI. -A Forest. Welch Camp, on the heights of Kinmael, above St. Asaph. 


Welsh Soldiers amusing themselves in various sports. 


Enter Friar John. 


SOLDIER, (speaking to his comrades ). 
He's Friar John, I know him by his croſs. 


FRIAR. 


Warriors good day — Heaven guard ye from all harm. 


SOLDIER. 
Our thanks from all are thine, moſt reverend prieſt. 


FRIAR. | 
From whence come ye? — and who commands the poſt ? 


SOLDIER. 
Maeuntloch bred us — Ivor is our general. 


FRIAR. 
How far from Hawarden caſtle is't from hence ? 


SOLDIER. 


Cloſe on ten furlongs, pleaſe your holineſs. 


FRIAR. 
Where 1s the ſtation of King Edward's power ? 


SOLDIER. 
At Cheſter now he lies — he'll ſoon advance, 


And camp his forces upon Morva- Rhudlan,— 
Prince David, too— he was a traitor bold 
Is now come o'er, and fights on Welſhman's fide. 


I "ww ſomething in thy private ear. 
(They talk with each other.) 


| FRIAR. 
Nay, then—T muſt be brief — and haſte away — 


If I arrive not ſoon, he'll need no far:ft. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. An Apartment in the Palace of Aber. 
. woe by Llewelyn sitting in a thoughtful mood. 


| LLEWELYN (rising). 
8 | Such the ſad tiſſue of life's narrow web; 
| So ſtrangely woven into chequered lines ; 
That when ſome colours gay and vivid riſe, 
They're ſoon o'erfhadowed by ſtrong ebon tints. 
Such is. my ſtate : when I had raiſed my hopes, 
That I ſhould taſte each joy with Elinor, 
The cup drops from me, ere it reach my lips. 


Enter Elinor. 


I wiſhed to ſee thee : take a laſt adieu, 
Ere honour's voice ſhall call me far away; 
And tyrant duty tears me from thy arms. 


ELINOR. 
Ah ! my dear lord; my only ſource of joy 
In this dark vale, in this embittered world : 
So ſoon to part ! our hearts ſo lately joined! 
Tis hard, *tis very hard: juſt at the time 
When our pure loves, by Hymen's rites more pure, 
Were fondly riſing into genial flame, 
And yielding to my hopes whole years of bliſs. 


LLEWELYN. 
Thou'rt wedded to Llewelyn's fate, my Elinor, 
Which in deep lines indents him Sorrow's child. 
But though thou ſuffer'ſi much, haſt much to bear; 
Yet, if thou bear'ſt it well, thy virtues will, 
Like gold eſſayed, riſe purer from the fire. 


ELINOR, 
I know it well ; and though ſevere the ftroke, 
J will ſuſtain it: | 
For from my mother's precepts am I taught 
Perfect ſubmiſſion to the will of Heaven. 
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| LLEWELYN. 
Thy virtuous ſoul, with keen affection's fraught, GOES EA 
Tempered by mild Religion's balmy rule, | | TY, > 
Forms thee a faintly ſeraph here on earth. _ 5 5 


ELINOR. ON | - 
And yet I feel that I'm a woman ſtill, | J 


With all the tender frailties of her ſex: | AY 
E'en now my ſad preſaging heart forebodes,  - . „ 5 : 


That when we part, I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. FFF | | 


LLEWELYN. 
There's horror in the thought | SLES 4 

In mercy to me—ceaſe the dreadful ſound ; - £8 | 
In this ſad moment hold no farther parle : 
Thou, and my Neſta, in Dolbadern's fort | 3 
Will reſt ſecure, until my quick return. 
And then, my love, if proſperous days ſhall come, 
Thoſe days will happier be; will ſhine more bright, 
From the dark clouds which now obſcure their luſtre. 


ELINOR. 
It may be ſo: but my miſgiving ſoul 


LLEWELYN. 
Nay, then, fare — well; and Heaven's ſhield be o'er thee. 


* - 
May the ſame guardian P rote& my lord. 
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ACT IY. 


SCENE I.----A Dungeon in Hawarden Castle, lighted only by a glimmering lamp. 


Cadwallon in chains, laying wounded on a bed of straw. 


CADWALLON, (TISes). 
How frail, unſtable is the ate of man 


How quick the tranſit is from morn to night! 

From life's firſt ſunbeam to its ſettiog ray! 

The other morn I roſe at early dawn: 

Youth, Fame, and Hope, my pliant courtiers were : 
And Fancy's bluſhing roſes formed the wreath. 

But lo, how changed! what is Cadwallon now? 
This vault his palace! and theſe chains his robes ! 
This ſtraw his throne ! yon lamp his brilliant ſtar ! 


(4 flight pauſe.) 
But if I feel a wound moſt poignant here, 
As Death unfolds his ſable curtain round, 
"Tis for Bernice ; for that much-loved maid: 
Oh! I have loved her with intenſe regard; 
And long have locked the ſecret een from her: 
I'd fondly hoped — delufive dream away — 
I'd hoped, by valour, and by virtue's means, 
Firſt to deſerve — then claim Bernice's love: 


( Looking round the dungeon.) 
But Hope is fled — Hope finds no refuge here. 


* _ 
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To drink of ſorrow is the lot of man; 

It flows upon him from a thouſand rills; 

But when collected, when the torrent rolls, 
Though hard it preſſes on his weakened frame, 
Yet to ſuſtain it is the chriſtian's part. 


Enter Guard. 


GUARD. 
A prieſt, named Friar John, demands to ſee thee 
Sent by the Holy Church to give thee farift. 


CADWALLON. 
I know the friar well — give him admittance. 


Exit. 
Enter Friar. 


FRIAR. 
May balm and oil be poured upon thy wounds : 
And Heaven protect thee in the hour of need. 


| CADWALLON. 
Father, I thank thee: wounds like mine-demand 
The balmy comforts in thy power to give. 


FRIAR- 
Inſtant I go, by Prince Llewelyn ſent, 
To plead for mercy at King Edward's bar : 
But if that mercy is denied on earth, 
I ſhower it on thee from yon Heavenly fount. 


CADWALLON» 
Accept my thanks, though thou wilt vainly plead. 
One fin there is, that preſſes on my heart: 
When late at Conway, friar, thou gaveſt me farift, 
I then unboſomed all my thoughts to thee, 
Save only one; my love to fair Bernice. 


G 
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REA + FRIAR, 
That was a ſin: but penitence atones. 


| CADWALLON. 
Fearing her ſcorn, I did conceal my love ; | 


And filent ſorrow, like a barbed dart, 
Feſtered the wound the poiſoned arrow gave. 


BERNICE.”. 


(Unfolding her garments, and taking off the cowl and beard that covered her face) 


Ah! is it ſo? then take her to thy heart: 


( Embraces him.) 
And all the balm Bernice can beſtow. 


CADWA LLON. - 
Ah! how is this—1s my Bernice here ? 
Or is it only a deluſive dream? 


BERNICE”. 
Thy calm attempered ſpirit I demand; 
The ſteady manly texture of the ſoul. 
I come, my chief, thy guardian genius here; 
If no wild ſtart ſhakes from its ſolid baſe 
The plan deviſed, the only means that's left 
To ſave Bernice! and thy valued life. 


CADWALLON. 
To fave Bernice! wer't in my power to ſave! 


(Looking on his chains.) 


That would indeed a value ſtamp on me: 
More precious far than all Golconda's mines. 


* BERNICE.. 
Full well I know, the means I muft deviſe, 
Will in thy breaſt each ſoft emotion raiſe, 
Each manly feeling in a manly ſoul ; 


And ſet thy generous ſpirit all on fire. 
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a | CADWALLON. 
Thy words are wrapped in Doubt's myſterious veil : 
I cannot aid thee — theſe vile ſhackles on. 


BERNICE”, 
"Tis not thy valour, or the warrior's arm, 


I now require ; but that determined fpirit, 
That waves the finer feelings of the heart, 
When Virtue points it to ſome noble end: 
It is thy fortitude I've need of now. 


CADWALLON. 
Still more bewildered in thy dubious phraſe. 


| BERNICE“. 
To ſnatch the victim from the yawning gulph — 


We muſt be brief — there's but a moment left. 
(hne throws off the prieſt's dreſs upon the ſtage.) 
Give me thy dreſs— take thou this holy garb. | 
Such is the reverence for that ſacred guiſe, 
That no ſuſpicion will arreſt thy ſteps. 
Then inſtant go—and—let me here remain. 


CADWALLON. 

Thou here remain! good Heavens}! and can'ſt thou think 
To breathe this vital air a little longer : 
A little broader weave life's narrow web, 
Or anxious ſtretch it to its utmoſt verge: 
That I would buy it at ſo dear a price! 
So high a ranſom ! that of other's woe. 
But when 'tis thine, Bernice”, thou dear maid : 
Thou, who to ſave my life, diſdain'ſt thine own: 
Shall I, like a vile worm, to crawl on earth, 
Expoſe thee to King Edward's deadly hate ? 
'Tis monſtrous! Oh! there's horror in the thought. 


BERNICE'. 
Why? Fate this inſtant ſounds the ſolemn knell; 


That ere to-morrow's dawn, thy ſun ſhall ſet. 
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CADWALLON. 
I then ſhall find an honourable grave. 


ERNIE“. 

As I from Aber on this miſſion came, 
The tale was told me in the Cambrian camp: 
T was farther ſaid — Prince Griffith, with his power, 
In Br:in-y-Orkins woods, and rifted clefts, | 
Lays there concealed, prompt for ſome valorous deed : 
Go, inſtant join him ; and while ebon night 
In ſullen filence wraps the darken'd world, 
Shake theſe rude turrets off their rocky baſe : 
Unchain the captive—claim Bernice“s love. 


CADWALLON. 
Oh! thou haſt wound me up t' th' higheſt point 
Of mortal daring —and of mortal hope: 
Yet, though ſublimed my ſoul, it ſtill is firm. 


BERNICE'. 
Ah! thou art obdurate—and ſo am I: 
( Falling on the ſtage.) 
Here will I clng—thus rivited to earth, 
Will hold no converſe but with reptiles vile— 
The toad and viper, my aſſociates here: 
And when Death calls, thine harbinger PI ll be; 


(Draws a poniard from her girdle.) 


Another victim ſhall this poniard ſend, 
To wait thy coming in the other world : 
Unleſs arreſted by ſome ſoldier's arm, 

[ linger here, to ſatiate his vile 


CADWALLON. 


Honour forgive me! I am conquered now: 
But how to free me from theſe maſly chains ? 


BERNICE-. 
Here is a key —'twas given by th' holy friar, 
T' unrivet bolts, and looſe the ſtrongeſt bars. 
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| [Cadwallon dresses himself in the friar's habiliments; puts on the beard, and covers his 
face with the veil, Bernice, on the back ground, fixes on the chains, with Cadwallon's 
apparel, and covers herself with his cloak. They both come forward: look at each other: 
she with firmness: he in violent agitation, Cadwallon attempts to speak. Bernice, with a 
determined look, and wave of her hand, motions him to be gone, He retires in disorder, 
She, with a fixed eye, and firm visage, gazing on him. After a pause, with a terrified look, 
she surveys the dungeon, ] 


BERNICE". 
How my ſoul ſickens now I'm left alone! 
My muſic here the angry elements! | 
A damp cold chill has palſied every nerve; 
. As if the freezing hand of Death was here. 
(Retires to the back of the ſtage.) 
I'll now lay down, upon this bed of ftraw : 
And trembling, anxious wait the riſing morn 
Through this dread night: Holy Virgin guard me. 


Scene closes. 


SCENE II.----Dungeon Scene continued in Hawarden Castle. 


Distant sound of a place taken by storm. 


Enter Cadwallon, his sword bloody. 


 CADWALLON. 


I'm now revenged — Fulk Trigald ſleeps in death. 
Where is my love ? — Where is my dear Bernice ? 


Ah ! ſhe is gone—then haſt thou vainly fought 
(Throws down his sword.) 


But here's an opening from this dread abode : 
Another cell, where miſery ſits enthroned. 


(Cadwallon enters, and leads out Bernice”: a wildneſs in her viſage, and her 
| harr in diſorder.) | 


BERNICE.. 


Am I ſet free ? — or is Cadwallon flain ? 
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CADWALLON. 
Here is Cadwallon : and Bernice's free. 


BERNICE' (kneels). 
Juſt Heaven, and holy ſaints! I bow me down 

In fervent praiſe, and adoration due : | 
For theſe ſuch mighty bleſſings ſhowered on me. 

Þ (Riſes.) 
When I laſt night was left in this dank vault, 
And thou wert gone, the anchor of my hope; 
*T was then this bark, its rudder loſt in thee, 
Miſt its due courſe, aſſailed by every blaſt ; 
Till wildly toſſed, it on the ſhelves was wrecked. 
As trembling then I lay, bereft of ſleep, 
Each poignant ſenſe acute to every ſound ; 
As then I lay, abſorbed in dread ſuſpenſe, 
The ſtorm of war, the horrid yell of death, 
Abrupt and loud, ſtriking my frighted ear; 
I ruſhed in terror to yon dark receſs. 


CADWALLON. 
I now to thee my tale of joy unfold. 
The guards deceived, ſcarcely a furlong hence 
I met Prince David, and his warrior band, 
In quick advance to raze this fortreſs down. 
I inſlant joined him, and the onſet led : 
The fort was ſtormed, and my Bernice freed. 
But let me lead thee from this houſe of woe. 


The scene changes to the principal court in Hawarden Castle. 


Prince David giving orders to his soldiers. 


(Cadwallon leading Bernice” out of the dungeon.) 


PRINCE DAVID. 
If I could feel a joy, more keenly felt, 
A ſenſe more fine, than e'en what honour gives; 
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Twould be the thought, that this auſpicious night 
Has freed this maiden from ſuch vile diſhonour, 
From chains ill- ſuited to a form like her's. 


BERNICE”. 
This ſets her free; unrivets every chain. 


(Giving the key to the prince, who takes off her chains) 


DAVID (to Cadwallon). 
Haſte with this treaſure — with this matchleſs maid — 
And ſafe eſcort her to Llewelyn's camp. 
(To Bernice.) 
And may that freedom I now give to thee, i 
Recorded ſtand in yon high archive there; 
The ſolemn pledge of my determined ſoul 
To follow Virtue through the paths of Fame, 
Or die a patriot in my country's cauſe. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE 111.----Welsh Army encamped on Morva-Rhudlan, besieging the Castle. 


Enter Llewelyn, reading a letter, with Gronow. 


LLEWELYN. 

The king has ſummoned all his proud array, 
Inſtant to meet him at the frontier poſis. 
Advancing cloſer to our confine now, 
Incloſed he lies in Cheſter's ragged walls : 
There, with dark purpoſe, ſullen hate he broods ; 
An evil genius o'er my deſtined fate. 
Tis ftrange — no tidings of my brother yet. 


GRON OW. 


See there he comes 
No, I'm miſta en — it is the brave Cadwallon. 


| LLEWELYN- 
Cadwallon—fay'ſt thou? — then my joy's complete, 
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Enter Cadwallon and Bernice', each in a warrior's dress. 


CADWALLON. 


Yes, he is here — and thus his homage pays. 
(Both kneel.) 


 LLEWELYN- 

Riſe, gallant warrior — brave Cadwallon riſe : 

Thy ſword has paid the debt thy fealty owed. 
No idle pageantry befits us now, 

Chained as we are to meet one common fate. 

But who that ſtranger ? — who the martial chief ? 


CADWALLON. 


It is Bernice”. 
Why the maid's here — why veiled in this diſguiſe— 
Thy brother ſoon will tell the wond'rous tale : 

Will tell thee too, thy crimſon banners float 

O'er Hawarden's lofty towers- 


Enter Prince David, Soldiers, and Roger de Clifford, 


who appears in the back ground, wounded and in chains. 


(David comes forward, kneels, pulls off his bonnet, and lays the flag of the captured castle at the feet 


of Llewelyn.) 


PRINCE DAVID» 
'Thus I atone for long deſerted faith ; 
And now invoke the atteſting ſaints to pledge, 
To ſanction this my vow, my firm reſolve ; 
Ne'er to ceaſe hatred to our ſtern invader, 
As long as life's warm pulſe ſhall vibrate here. 


LLEWELYN (raising David and embracing him), 
As linked in fate, ſo let us be in love. 


DAVID. 
Th' heroic ſpirit of that wonderous maid, 
Th' intrepid courage of that gallant chief, 
Loud Fame will blazon to th' aftonifhed world. 
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Edward from Cheſter has withdrawn his powers: 
He's now in quick advance to Rhudlan caſtle, 
To raiſe the ſiege, or force thee into fight. 


LLEWELYN. 
Indeed he's prompt : his powers are far too ſtrong 

For us to cope with in the open field, 
We ſhall retreat in flow and ſullen march. 

(To Gronow.) 
Do thou relinquiſh all the ſcattered poſts — 
Collect their ſtrength—retire to Penmaen Mawr ; 
There wait our coming. Ivor and myſelf 
On Kinmael's heights will hover o'er the foe: 
And with an eagle's eye, and eagle's force, 
Dart down upon him, as each 'vantage offers. 


GRONOW. 
With quick diſpatch I ſhall obey thy will. 
Exit. 


LLEWELYN (to David). 
Say, who that ſtranger is? whoſe manly port 
Beſpeaks his lineage of a noble race: 
But on whoſe mien the palſying hand of Death 
Has thrown his tints, and fixed his livid ſeal. 


DAVID. 
Roger de Clifford, a moſt valorous knight, 
And Warden late of Hawarden caſtle. 


LLEWELYN- 
Bid him t' advance: I wiſh more cloſe to view 
A | fliftion's image, in yon ſtranger there : 
And from its moral learn to be humane. 


(Roger de Clifford comes forward : they bow to each other : Llewelyn looks with pity on his 
visage, and on his chains with disgust.) 


Take off thoſe chains: they ſuit no warrior's limbs. 
(To Roger de Clifford.) 


Thou art no captive here, thy ranſom's paid ; 
The Angel Pity brought it down from Heaven. 
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ROGER DE CLIFFORN, 

I thank thee prince — 
As the ſoul flutters o'er Life's dreary bourne, 
And earthly viſions fade before the eye, 
If Reaſon then ſhall hold her ſteady ſeat, 
My laſt and fervent prayer to Heaven ſhall riſe, 
To ſheathe in balmy peace the hoſtile ſword. 
And thou, Llewelyn, take this laſt farewell, 
The only tribute miſery can beſtow ; 
May every comfort crown thy future days, 
And every bleſſing wait thy lateſt reign : 
For ſurely HE may claim the ſacred truſt, 
Who holds the ſword of vengeance in his graſp, 
Yet mellows juſtice with the balm of mercy. 


Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.----A large Court in Caer Eshyn, or Hope Castle, in Flintshire. 
Enter Sir Edward Mortimer and Earl of Hereford; 


MORTIMER. 
The king ere this at Conway is arrived. 


HEREFORD. 
No doubt, brave knight, ſo long a time elapſed, 
But that his banners wave triumphant there. 


Enter Soldier. 


SOLDIER. 
A courier, lords, knocks at the outward gate, 
And with an eager voice demands admittance. 


MORTIMER. 
Admit him, ſoldier, through the poſtern gate. 


| | Enter Courier. 
By his hurried pace I augur ſad miſchance. 


COURIER. 
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The king's defeated — his troops are on their flight 


Inſtant prepare to yield them ſhelter here. 
Exit. 


Distant sound of an Army in retreat. Flourish of trumpets.) 


MORTIMER. 


That clarion's ſound beſpeaks the king's approach. 


Enter King Edward, followed by the Earls of Gloucester and Chester. 


EDWARD. 
At laſt are we arrived in ſafety here; 
(To Hereford.) 

Brief I ſhall be t' explain this quick return. 
Laſt night, our troops aſcending K:inmael's heights, 
Judging Llewelyn had to Snowden fled, 
As mounting midway up the craggy ſteep, 
A rough oppreſſive ſtorm of rugged ſtone 
Rolled headlong on us—— 
And when diſordered by this rude affail, 
Then, like a northern blaſt, abrupt and fierce, 
Llewelyn darted his black column down. 


GLOUCESTER. 
Sure, my dread liege, this act of ſavage war 
Reflects no luſtre on the midnight chief ; 
Who like a vulture, hovering in the air, 
Darts down its talons on the ſleeping lamb. 


EDWARD. 
Too keenly have I felt the fad reverſe : 
A warrior's valour claims a warrior's praiſe. 
I faw that chief, with prompt and finewy arm, 
Graſp the proud ſtandard which Argenton bore: 
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FE ſaw him cleave the valiant bearer down: 

Awhile I loft him, in our phalanx cloſed : 

Anon I ſaw him, like a high-chafed boar, 

Through each broad ſpace his battle-axe had hewn, 
Foaming with rage, and dealing deaths around. 


CHESTER. 
Such high-wrought courage I had never ſeen, 
Ere ſince the trumpet's voice had thrilled my veins. 


EDWARD. 
He then had fallen, pierced. by a thouſand ſwords, 
Had not fierce Ivor, like a cataract wild, 
Ruſhed inſtant on us with impetuous force, 
O'erwhelmed our enſigns, broke our firm array; 
Regained his prince, and turned war's bloody tide. 


HEREFORD. 
Pity it is, my liege, that treaſon's taint 
Should in Llewelyn ſtain the warrior's. fame : 
His princely virtues, his high-creſted mind, 
Extort applauſe, though Juſiice ſirikes the blow. 
Exeunt Lords. 


EDWARD, (sfartled ). 
Should Juſtice ſtrike the blow, where would it fall ? 
On thee, ſtern Edward, rigid Conſcience ſays. 
( Paufe.) 
And yet — why ſhould I feel it poignant here? 
For what's the ſcope — th' intent of this emprize ? 
To wave our ſceptre round this ſea-girt iſle, 
And bind in compact firm theſe hoſtile realms : 
Inſtead of fierce miſrule, and manners wild, 
Diffuſe around the chearitzes of life. 
Why then on me ſhould conſcience fix her ſling ? 
On me, whoſe name, in diſtant ages hence, 
Shall be recorded by th' hiſtoric muſe, 
As the Firſt Edward, England's patriot king. 


Exit. 
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SCENE V.----Welsh Camp on Pexmaen-Mawr, Its summit an extended plain, bounded on 
one side by mountains and stupendous rocks: on the other side by the Irish ocean. 


— 


Llewelyn, sitting under a large tent, in Council with his Chieftains. 


LLEWELYN, (TISeS)}. 


Chiefs, once again we meet; our ſacred cauſe, 
The cauſe of Freedom, and of Nature's Lord, 
Though ſanctioned lately by His high beheſt, 
Still hangs uncertain on a trembling ſcale. 
Since laſt we met, the dark and diſtant cloud, 
Advancing flowly to our Cambrian ſhores; 
Deeper and fuller, and furcharged with ſtorms, 
Now gathers round, and blackens o'er our heads; 
Threatening deſtruction to our tranquil homes, 
Our ſacred temples, and our father's graves. 


RHYS AP MAELQUIN. 
Dark is the picture thou haſt juſtly ſketched 
Of our loved Cambria, on Time's rapid wing, 
Swiftly approaching to her deſtined goal. 


LLEWELYN.. 
We are arrived at that extremeſt point; 
At that ſtern crifis, when the ſoul of man, 
Sublimed by peril, concentrates its powers :- 
Calls out its energies — directs their force: 
And, as it were, entrenched within itſelf: 
Calm and collected, Eyes the burſting ſtorm. 


HARLECH.. 
To thee belongs that firm heroic mind. 


LLEWELYN. 
So ſtood Leonidas: as erſt he viewed. 
The Perſian tyrant, and his myriad hoſt; 
So bled the patriot, when his country called; 
So died the Spartan at its barrier poſt. 
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Let us, like him, 'trenched on our native Rock, 
Act the brave part Laconia's hero did; 

Deſerve like him loud Fame's perennial praiſe: 

Let us, like him, devote in ſolemn pledge 

Each nerve of ſtrength, each faculty of ſoul, 

To reſcue Cambria from th' Invader's graſp; 

Or die with glory on our Parent Earth. 


(Llewelyn and all the chieftains kiſs their ſwords, with a folemn impreſſive energy.) 


Enter Ivor, with fourteen Standards, taken from the English. 


IVOR, 
To thee, my prince, theſe trophies of a field 
Fiercely conteſted, by thy valour won, 
Are ſent by Fortune, an auſpicious pledge 
Of Cambria's ſafety, and thy rifing fame. 


LLEWELYN. 

Ivor, to thee, my praiſe and thanks are due. 
"Twas to thy proweſs we theſe ſtandards we 
The voice that plauds thee had in filence ſlept, 
Had not thy courage breathed it into life. 
Range theſe gay enſigns round the royal tent, 
And as they wave their drapery to the wind, 
Our hopes re-animate; each Cambrian breaſt 
Glows with new fire; each nerve is doubly ſteeled. 


John Peckham, Archbishop of Canterbury, introduced by an Officer. 
Llewelyn and all the Chiefs rise. 


LLEWELYN. 
Hail, Reverend Father! with much joy we ſee 
Age ſuch as thine, the meſſenger of peace, 
Viſit our barren regions from afar, 
To ſooth our ſorrows, and to heal our wounds. 


PECKHAM. 
Cambrians I come—chiefly to thee Llewelyn, 
To afk the cauſe, why thus encamped ye meet? 
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Why thus, in proud array, embattled force, 
Ye hurl defiance on our ſovereign liege: 
If ye alledge, to juſtify revolt, 

That Slavery's heavy yoke has preſſed ye down, 
The common vizard that Rebellion wears, 

Tell me your griefs — recount your various ills, 
And I will lay them at King Edward's feet. 
But if ſtill obdurate, ye yet perſiſſ 

In wild ideas of a freedom vain, 

Aud idolize the phantom ye have raiſed, 

Stern Juſtice then erects her bloody flag, 

And waves her ſword terrific o'er the land. 


LLEWELYN.. 
Thou call'ſt upon us to recount our griefs,. 

T' unfold to thee in all its galling parts, 
The iron yoke that has oppreſſed us long. 
Take them in brief 
Beſides the public wrongs, the various ills, 
Which bow man down in ſorrow to the grave; 
Others there are, deep and intenſely felt. 


PECKHAM, | 
Explain the purport of this high-toned charge. 


LLEWELYN. 
Father—before thee ſtands a ſovereign prince, 
Sprung from the ſtock of Britain's ancient kings; 
Who there long held an independent ſway : 
And yet this prince, whene'er proud Edward calls, 
Muſt crouch and kneel at his imperial feet. 
Did Gop ſo raiſe me from ſuch royal race, 
With faculties inborn t' obſerve His will, 
To breathe as creature to faſhdious man, 
The taunt and victim of tyrannic power? 


PECKHAM, 
Each vaſſal to his lord ſuch homage pays, 
Fruit of allegiance for protection given. 
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LLEWELYN. 
But has he given us his protecting ſhield ? 
In each debate tween England's king and us 
Is not the ſword the arbiter of right ? 
Under its rude deciſion have not fallen 
Our lands, our lives, our cuſtoms, and our laws? 
Yet ſtrict alliance would I bind with him, 


Should Juſtice weigh us in an equal ſcale ; 


Our griefs redreſs; our laws and rights reſtore. 


| HAKLECH. 
Prelate I riſe, deputed by theſe chiefs, 
To give their ſuffrage to the terms propoſed. 


LLEWELYN. 
The only terms on which we ſheathe the ſword: 
So tell your king — — 


PECKHAM. 
It 1s with ſorrow I foreſee your fate: 
The angry ſpirit of inſulted law, 
Marking its victims — ſpreading carnage round. 


Exit Peckham. 


LLEWELYN. 
Chiefs, ye have heard King Edward's ſtern decree, 
How frail the pivot on which hang our fates ; 
E'en he this pious prelate ſeals our doom, 
His the mild echo of a ſterner voice. 


HARLECH. 

Too clear we ſee that king's rapacious aims, 
His columns deepening as they ſlow advance; 
Hear the rough cadence of approaching war, 
Like ſurges beating on our craggy ſhores, 
As deep and full they ſtrike the liſtening ear. 
But let our minds, firm as our native rocks, 
Dauntleſs reſiſt the tempeſt as it ſwells. 


Ir f 


* ; 
* 
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Enter Officer. 


© OFFICER. 
My tidings, prince, demand thy inſtant thought. 
Mona is conquered by the Engliſh foe. 


LLEWELYN. 


Deep is the import of the tale thou tell'ſt. 
| Exit Officer. 


But fince miſchance has torn it from our realm, 
The Mena: water muſt our frontier be. 

Ivor and Gronow, yours the important taſk 
To guard that poſt — 


Enter Officer. 


= 


OFFICER. 
The Engliſh army has our confine forced, 
And ſtrongly lies entrenched near Conway's flood. 


Exit. 


LLEWELYN. 
Chiefs, we are cloſe pent in—are ſorely preſſed: 
The Imperial hunter narrows faſt his toils. 
Inſtantly ſound retreat —the camp remove 
From Penmaen Mawr, to Snowden's craggy cliffs. 
There chiefs we go, and on our Mother Rock 
We there will make our laſt and deſperate ſtand. 


Enter Officer. 


OFFICER. 
This packet, prince, and fad its purport is, 
Unfolds a tale, my tongue denies to tell, 


(Llewelyn takes the packet ; opens it in viſible emotion, and on a fingle glance 


it drops from his hand.) 
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LLEWELYN (to IJvor). 
Take up that billet —unfold the fatal ſcroll ; 
Were it as frightful, as Meduſa's head: 
Terrific as the baleful Baſiliſk. 


(Tor takes the packet, opens it, and folds it up in great agitation. 
Llewelyn all this time ſurveys him with anxiety.) 


IVOR. 
Thy El'nor's dead — ſays th' ill-omened Neſta. 


LLEW ELIN (after a pause of silent agony ). 
My Elinor dead! Fate then, thy work is done: 
Thy ſhaft has hit ; Llewelyn is laid low. 


(Taken off the ſtage by Ivor and Gronow.) 


Exeunt, 


End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT. 


— — 


SCENE 1.----Welsh Camp, on Penmaen Mawr. A Moonlight Scene, heightened by peals of Thunder, 
and flashes of Lightning. (The roaring of the sea below distinctly heard.) 


LLEWELYN (walking on the summit ). 


Tuts wild miſrule, this war of elements, 
That to its centre ſhakes the ſolid earth, 
Is muſic to a ſoul ſublimed in woe. 


(Thunder and Lightning ceaſe.) 


This ſolemn pauſe in Nature's loud uproar, 
Is ſweetly ſoothing to Affliction's child; 
And ſuch am I—o'erwhelmed in ſorrowẽ's tide. 
(Paufe.) 
My El'nor's dead — that lovely roſeate flower, 
Untimely withered by the blaſt of Death: 
(Pauſe.) 
My Elinor gone! then where's Llewelyn now? 
A dreary inmate in a dreary world. 
( Pauſe.) 
The roſe bud cropt - what is Llewelyn now? 
The rifted ſtalk, left to the howling winds. 
(Mufeng.) 
But can I grieve for her! fond ſelfiſh man! 
For her, who reigns a ſiſter Seraph there: 
When all that's dear: all that is facred hangs, 
Fame, life, and empire, by a ſingle hair: 
At ſuch a time ; when on the verge we ſtand, 
And a volcano ope's its yawning mouth, 
T' ingulph us deep within its livid blaze. 


( Pauſe.) 
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Great Go, I thank thee! Elinor ſleeps in peace. 


( Pauſe.) 
I do remember, in a low arched cave, 
Upon this mountain's brow old Sybil lived; 
Verſed it is ſaid in Merlin's preſcient lore. 
Her I'll conſult; ſo deeply read in fate: 
If in this conflict, Freedom's laſt appeal, 
Our Cambria to her priſtine ſtate ſhall riſe, 
Or fall the victim of a ruthleſs war. — 
And there ſhe fits, within her murky cell. 


SYBIL (sitting under the arch of her cave). 


I knew thou dſt come — 
Thy khor:ſcope, whate'er belongs to thee 
In Fate's recorded page, was read laſt night. 
Thy ſtar conſulted ' midſt a thouſand ſpells. 
And for to aid me in my magic art 
I called the ſpirits up, of Llowarch Hen, 
Of Mychdeirn Bierdh — Cian—and Talhatarn— 
Thoſe holy druids — high Heaven's firſt-born prieſts — 
They — who are waiting in king Arthur's court — 
And for a thouſand years have been confined - 
In a dark cave —i' th' bowels of the earth — 
Them did I call and now thy fate is fixed — 
That if with courage thou purſueſt the war, 
Thou ſhalt through London's fireets triumphant ride — 
Thy brows encircled with a diadem. — 
Llewelyn — hark — th' atteſting voice of Heaven. 


(Thunder and Lightning.) 


LLEWELYN. 
Sybil, I thank thee; my reſolve is taken ; 
T' adopt thy counſel, and purſue the war. 

(To himſel/.) 
Not that I'm fired by wild fanatic zeal : 
It is the ſtern conjuncture of my fate, 
Urges me to play the deſperate game. 
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(Thunder and. Lightning continues.) 


Sybil forms a circle in the air with her wand. 


Four Druids start out of the cave, attired in white vestments : they range on each side of the soothsayer, 
and sing, with appropriate music, the following stanzas; Llewelyn, at the same time, regarding 


them with amazement, 


STRIKE, strike the harp, and touch the lyre, 
And strike them with Æolian fire; 

In varied cadence let them flow, 

Responsive to Llewelyn's woe. 


For El'nor's dead, the lovely flower, 

The maid who blest his nuptial hour; 
Touch soft the strings, in mournful strain, 
Responsive to Llewelyn's pain. 


Dark was the hour, and dark the night, 
When El'nor's spirit took its flight; 
And left Llewelyn's harrowed mind, 

A prey to every howling wind, 


Strike full the harp, and strike the lyre, 
Impress each tone with martial fire; 
Responsive to Llewelyn's name, 
Recordant of his crested fame. 


Stronger and deeper strike the lyre, 
Infuse it with heroic fire ; 

With fire, to call Llewelyn far 

From fond complaints to deeds of war. 


Llewelyn rouse, and strike the blow, 
Let ruin sieze th' invading foe; 
Then glory on thy banners wait, 
Recording Fame thy deeds relate. 


(Sybil and Druids diſappear,----Llewelyn walks penfive to his tent, amidſt peals 


of thunder and lightning.) 
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SCENE II. 
Welsh Camp near Dolbade rn Castle, situated on the Lake of Llan Beris, at the foot of Snowden. 


Enter Prince David, who sees Harlech reclining on a rock. 


DAVID. 

Health, and good morn, to Snowden's ancient baron : 
A bed would better ſuit his reverend age, 
Than that rude pillow on the flinty rock. 


HARLECH. 
Though rude, it ſuits the temper of the times; 
And while the times ſhall wear this rugged front, 
The flinty rock ſhall be my bed of eaſe. 


(Riſes, 


| DAVID. 
Where is my brother? is he ſtirring yet? 


HARLECH. 

No, late laſt night he did retire to reſt, 
His viſage deeply tinged by anxious thought. 
The public wrongs diſtract his noble mind : 
But ſince his Elinor died, that treaſure loſt, 
Since that dark hour, bereft of all he loved, 
A weight of ſorrow preſſes on his heart: 
Affliction's barbed arrow rankles there. 


Enter Llewelyn, with a disordered appearance. 


LLEWELXN. 
A mind perturbed, wild and fever'd dreams, 
Have made me truant from your councils, chiefs. 


'Tis now the time we take our laſt reſolve : 
"Tis mine to act a firm, deciſive part. 


(Sits down under a large tent.) 


HAKLECH. 
The like deciſive part 1s ours to act, 


2 T >. 
a 
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Peckham, Archbishop of Canterbury, introduced by an Officer. 


LLEWELYN. 
Hail, holy Father; what's thy miffion now? 


PECKHAM. 
I come to offer terms; the only baſe 


On which your ſafeties reſt, and every hope of peace. 


(To the Council) 
Your lands and royalties devolve on Edward. 


On thee, Llewelyn, falls a ſterner fate ; 

You bend a ſuppliant at the Royal throne : 

You quit your ſtation here, yield Snowden up, 

Your high-flown titles vaniſhed into air. 

And thou, Prince David, hear the king's command; 
You take the Croſs, to Syria inſtant go; 

And in that holy warfare there remain, 

Until by royal reſcript thou'rt recalled. 


(To the Council.) 
But ſhould vain thoughts, or contumacious pride, 
Lead ye to thwart your ſovereign's mild demands, 
Th' exterminating ſword ſhall wage its war, 
And as a ſpell to wither Cambria's ſtrength, 
The Holy Church ſhall fulminate her curſe. 


LLEWELYN. 
Imperious are your terms, moſt reverend prieſt, 
The only baſe, on which we ground our peace, 
Is the late treaty with King Henry made : 
My realm ſecured ; my ſovereignty reſtored. 
No mean compliance ſhall degrade me now. 


HARLECH. 
Take to your king our firm and laſt reſolves. 

Our prince we truſt not in King Edward's power ; 

No lands diſmembered from our ancient realm; 
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Nor Snowden yielded up; nor Mona's isle ; 

Nor princely titles vaniſh into air : 

Theſe did our brave forefather's long enjoy ; 

Theſe we retain, or 'midſt their ruins fall. L 


DAVID. 
You tell your king, that when I feel diſpoſed, 

In pious zeal, to viſit Syria's ſhores, 

And yield my feeble aid to raiſe the Croſs 

Triumphant o'er the Creſcent's fiery orb; 

That then I go, if fo inſpired by Heaven; 

But then I freely go, and ſhall deſerve 

A warrior's glory, and the Chriſtan's crown : 

But not be exiled ; like a wretch bereft 

Of fame, and fortune — torn from every hope. 

No 

Here will I ſtand, a penſive mourner here: 

With ſoul collected, and with eye ſerene, 

Wait the laſt ſigh expiring Freedom breathes: 


Then in her hallowed grave I lay me down 
With thee, Llewelyn, and my brave compeers. 


PECKHAM... 
Then ruin fieze ye, ſelf-devoted men. 
An interdiction binds your realm in froſt ; 
Recluſe your holy fanes as filent death; 
No unction ſacred ſootlis departing ſouls ; 
No ſolemn dirge ſhall grace funereal piles: 
No requiems ſung propitious to the dead. 


Exit. 


Llewelyn and Chiefs all rise. 


LLEWELYN. 
From theſe ſtern judgments we now make appeal 
'To Gop alone, the arbiter of right. 


(They fit ſilent, with a ſolemn, but determined tone of countenance) 
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Enter Ivor and Gronow. 


Ivon. 
Again thy fortune triumphs o'er the foe. 

A thouſand ſlain, with many lords of note, 
Are the proud trophies of the conquered field. 


LLEWELYN. 
Recount the means by which the field was won. 


GRONOW. 

By thy command we did entrench our force ; 
We ſaw a bridge half-way the Menai thrown ; 
We ſaw a column ſtrong, of length'ned file, 
Deſcend the bridge, and penetrate our ſtrand : 
We then lay cloſe within our craggy clefts, 
Until the flux had ſwollen the Menai full: 
Then did we ruſh, impetuous on the foe ; 
Precipitous and loud, like wint'ry ſtorms 
Dathing from rock to rock the foaming ſurge. 


LLEWELYN. 
I thank ye, chiefs; th' exploit ye have achieved 
Throws a bright luſtre on our ſetting ſtar. 


CADWALLON. 
Our ſtar, enveloped late in fable clouds, 
Reſumes its ſplendour, like the orient ſun ; 
If thou, Llewelyn, with deciſion prompt, 
While death and terror ſtrike the Engliſh camp, 
Wilt hurl thy vengeance on the hoſtile king. 


____ LLEWELYN. 
Thy generous ſpirit, chieftain, I applaud. 
The day may come, when thou and I, my friend, 
Yoked with each other in Mars' rapid car, 
May boldly ruth impetuous on his creſt. 


K 
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But a juſt prince, the delegate of Heaven, 
To watch the intereſts of its creature man, 
When truſting millions wait his high command, 
Will guard their ſafety with an anxious thought. 


CADWALLON. 
It was my zeal, and not my judgment, ſpoke. 


LLEWELYN. 
My powers, unequal to the Engliſh force, 
Call for a flow, procraſtinated war ; 
"Till haggard Winter, and his grizzly ſtorms, 
With meagre Famine, and her ſqualid train, 
Scare the Invader from his foul deſigns. 


HAKLECH. 
| To thee, Llewelyn, we commit to thee 

All that compriſe the ſacred rights of man : 

| Our Wives, our Country, and Forefathers Laws. 


LLEWELYN. 
We make an inroad now on Dyvet's plains ; 
And when one fiery blaze has wrapped the land, 
We join the war with freſh recruited ſtrength. 
To thee, Prince David, I confign this truſt : 
Our Mother Rock, old Freedom's ſacred Keep. 


(Retires to another part of the ſtage.) 
Genius of Britain! I invoke thy aid, 
If ſtill thou feel'ſt an intereſt in our fate; 
Still watcheſt o'er us from the world of ſpirits : 
Now be our Champion; Guardian Angel be ; 
Protect our ſacred cauſe ; thine Ægis bring: 
And when, as erſt, thou wav'ſt the magic ſhield, 
Deſtruction flaſh on Cambria's deadly foe. 


— 2 Pre 


Exeunt. 
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4 
SCENE 111.----Hall in Dotbadern Castle, in Snowden. 
Enter Ivor and Nesta, on opposite sides of the Stage. 


NESTA. 
Is't true, my Ivor, what I've juſt now heard; 
That quitting this, our citadel of ſtrength, 
Thou ſeek'ſt new dangers on Demetia's plains ? 


IVOR, 
True is the tale that thou haſt heard, my love. 
Inſtant we go, and throughout Dyvet's vale 
Give fire and ſword to her degenerate ſons : 
When that is o'er, then inſtant we return. 


NESTA. 
When that is o'er — then wilt thou ne'er return. 


But in this agony, this laſt adieu, 
Why doſt thou wear ſuch coldneſs in thy looks? £ 
When Woman grieves, the Hero ſorrows too. 


IVOR. 

It is in peace — the balmy time of peace, 
The milder virtues bloſſom into fruit: 
When worth and beauty touch the manly heart, 
And Love's pure incenſe feeds the genial flame : 
'Tis then, that heart, with ſoft affections fraught, 
Soars then, impaſſioned, at a woman's ſhrine : 
"Tis then the hero, ſoften'd into man, 
Melts at her ſorrows, and returns her tears. 


NESTA. 
Be thou the hero, that thy fancy paints. 


IVOR. 
But when rude war, when ſterner duty calls, 
When honour's active ſpring impels to arms, 
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And his loved country claims his fianced aid ; 
The hero then, with firmer vigour braced, 
Checks every feeling that unmans his ſoul. 


NESTA. 
I know thy worth, thy manly tone of heart ; 
Where all the ſofter virtues fit enthroned ; 
Where mercy glows, mild as the ſouthern breeze, 
When meek-eyed Pity calls that mercy forth. 
(War-horn heard at a diſtance.) 
——Ah! what is that — which ſounds the knell of woe ? 


IVOR. 
It is the horn, which calls me far away. 


NESTA. 


It is the direful yell, the dreadful ſhriek 


Of wicked ſpirits in the fiery gulph : 


(. Horn blows thrice, each time more diſtinfly heard.) 
Again—again—it blows its horrid breath, 
The cadence mingling with the howling winds : 
Again it ſounds— open thy yawning mouth 
Thou kindred Earth — and ſave me from myſelf. 


Exit. 


1voR, {after a Short pause). 
Whate'er my fate, decreed by Thee, juſt Gop, 
I bow ſubmiſſive to Thy ſovereign Will: 
But for yon Virgin, take her to Thy care; 
On her ſad ſoul diffuſe Thy balmy dews, 
And ſhield her Reaſon, trembling on its verge. 


Enter Bernice” in disorder. 


——Ah! who is this? — another child of woe! 


BERNICE., 
Where is Cadwallon, noble Ivor ſay ? 
"Tis firange that chief, at ſuch a time as this, 


When keen ſenſations thrill on every nerve, 
And all our fates hang trembling on the ſcale; 
At ſuch a time, not yield one tranſient ſmile, 
To ſooth Bernice's fick and ſad'ned heart; 
Nor breathe from ardent love one pitying ſigh, 
To calm her boſom, cheer this laſt adieu. 


| IVOR. 
His own ſenſations, his high love for thee, 


Ardent and keen, impaſſioned as thine own, 
Shrinking with horror from the dread Farewell, 
Eſtranged him from thee at this painful hour. 


BERNICE”, 

It may be ſo; but ſtill, methinks 'tis hard: 
No interchange of ſighs, no kindly looks, 
Soothed his departure in Bernice's breaſt. 
But ſince 'tis ſo, ſhe makes this firm reſolve; 
If in this conflict - oh! the weight that's here— 
His ſpirit flitting to its native ſkies, 
He ſtretch a mangled corſe along the field; 
Then ſhall Bernice, in ſome lonely Fane, 
Take at the ſhrine of Gop her Virgin vows : 
Then at each vigil, in the cloiftered aiſles, 
As high-toned anthems fill the vaulted choir, 
Chaunt loud her requiems to Cadwallon's ſoul. 


Exit. 


IVOR, 


Tis well theſe ſcenes are o'er : and now my ſoul 


Aſſume that firmneſs, which belongs to man. 


Exit. 


OR LLEWELYN THE GREAT. 


77 


78 THE CAMBRIAN HERO, 


SCENE IV,----Hall in Conway Castle. 


Enter King Edward, with Earls of Hereford, Chester, and 
Sir Edward Mortimer. 


EDWARD. 

This tale which we have heard is dark, my lords : 
Of import deep, to thwart the great deſign, 
That we had formed, our empire to extend. 
Take ye in brief, how now our fortunes ſtand ; 
Our arms are checked, the winter in advance, 
Snowden munitioned, and th' exulting foe, 
High raiſed in ſpirit by his late ſucceſs, 
Exults yet more in Merlin's vaporiſh dreams. 


HEREFORD. 
He has no reaſon to exult, my liege; 
His friends defeated by thy brother Glo'ſter; 


His liegemen traitors, by our wiles ſeduced. 


EDWARD. 
There is the point on which our arms depend: 
That high-wrought policy of ſtrenuous minds, 
Divide, and then command, 


- 


MORTIMER. 
Two lords from Beullt await thy pleaſure, liege. 


EDWARD. 

We had forgot the purport of their miſſion. 
Conduct them to our cloſet ; where, coneealed 
From public view, they may expect our coming. 
And now, my lords, to Rhudlan we retreat, 
With quick diſpatch, but yet in ſober march. 
The winter checks all active progreſs here. 
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As ſpring comes on, we then ſhall ſoon return ; 

And when we've ſtormed yon high ſtupendous Cliff, 


Shall girt Llewelyn in ſuch narrow bounds, - 
As ſcarce to leave him ſpace to find a grave. 


Exeunt. 


a SCENE V.----Welsh Army, encamped on a Mountain near Cardigan. 


Enter the Prince of Wales, Ivor, Gronow, and Cadwallon. 


LLEWELYN. 
So far has proſpered this bold enterpriſe. 
The fire and ſword have ſacked the rich domain, 
That owned Meredith, its degenerate lord. 
But ſay, my friends, and eaſe my ate heart, 
In the rude conflict of this perilous morn, 
Who ſaw the good, the hoary Harlech fall ? 


CADWALLON. 
Amidſt the embattled throng, the ſhock of war, 
I ſaw him lift his feeble lance t' oppoſe | 
A ponderous battle-axe, high-raiſed i th' air: 
I ſaw him pierce its bearer through the eye; 
I heard the ſtroke, that felled the warrior down. 


LLEWELYN. 
Then has he nobly cloſed his patriot days, 
And ſoon in hallowed ground he ſleeps in peace. 


IVOR. 
Whene'er my deſtined days ſhall find their cloſe, 
May I, like him, then find a warrior's grave. 
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LLEWELYN. 

Edward, tis ſaid, to Rkudlan is retired ; 
Famine and terror lent him wings to flee ; 
But with recruited ſtrength, and ſpring's advance, 
The rude Aggreſſor turns his baleful front: 
Old Snowden, then, will rear its rugged creſt ; 
Its hardy ſons, embattled, then will ſtand 
An iron rampart round its rocky baſe. 


Enter Glinclivon. 


GLINCLIVON. 
My ſovereign Prince, thus low I hend to thee, 
Whoſe faculties ſo finely blended are, 
So well compounded in fair Nature's mould, 
They form the image of a perfect man. 


LLEWELYN. 
Thy words now raiſe me beyond Nature's reach. 
But ſay, Glinclivon, where's the imperious king? 
Is he advancing, to his purpoſe firm, 


Or has diſaſter checked his proud deſigns ? 


. GLINCLIVON. 
No proud defigns inflate his kingly mind: 

Diſaſter's hand has checked its ſoaring flights : 

But though of import great my miſſion is, 

"Tis only fitting for thy private ear. 


LLEWELYN. 
Retire ye, chiefs, ye ſoon ſhall know the event. 


| GLINCLIVON. 
Appalled by thine, and winter's rude aſſail, 

Tyrannic Edward from the conflict ſhrinks, 

And hides his ſhame in Cæsar's antique tower. 


LLEWELXN. 


That's more, my friend, than I had dared to hope. 


OR. LLEWELYN| THE GREAT. 
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| GLINCLIVON. 
Watching thine intereſts, with an eagle's eye, 

As late thine envoy at king Edward's court, 

A ſullen gloom I ſaw hang on the brows 

Of the Beullt lords, thy traitorous vaſſals there. 
Seizing the vantage of an angry parle, 

The king had held with thoſe perfidious men; 

I dived into the cauſe; and found them ripe 

For quick revolt; if thy protecting arm 

Could ſhield them from that monarch's vengeful hate. 


LLEWELYN. 
Llewelyn plauds a zeal, which promptly urged, 
Might turn the ſcale on which his fortunes hang. 


GLINCLIVON. 
Why that's my point — that is my ſoul's intent. 


LLEWELYN. 
Where are the lords ? — what is their proffered aid ? 


GLINCLIVON. 
With viſage deeply tinged by conſcious ſhame, 
They ſend this packet to unfold their purpoſe. 
(Gives Llewelyn the packet, who reads.) 
« Sorely oppreſſed by wrongs — the various ills 
«* Impoſed by the lordly Mortimer, 
« *Tis our intent to aid thy great deſign : 
« But through the peril that awaits revolt, 
« Prudence and caution muſt direct our ſteps. 
« Glinclivon truſt the means that he'll deviſe: 
« Well weighed by us, in deep and loyal thought, 
Are th' only means to realiſe our hopes.” 


LLEWELYN. 
Where ſhall we go? ſay, where our conference hold? 


L 


GLINCLIVON. 
Eaſt of Pont Orewen, a ſequeſtered grove, 

Where cypreſs mingle with the mountain aſh, 

Offers its ſhelter to our deep intents. 

There let us meet; but leſt Suſpicion's eye 


Should know thee prince, and pierce through our deſigns; 


Unarmed, alone, await our coming there. 
Be thou but firm; then leave the reſt to us. 


LLEWELYN-. 
'To thee, Glinclivon I confide a truſt, 
On which depends mine own, and Cambria's fate: 
For ſince our boyiſh days, in thee I've found 
A friend moſt true: in whoſe capacious mind 
Honour, and truth, and wiſdom are inſhrined. 
I go t' impart this conference to the chiefs. 


Exit. 


GLINCLIVON. 

I too ſhall go—to meet thee in the grove: 
Thou mean, deluded, ſelf-devoted man. 
"Twas in our youthful days the dart was flung, 
The barbed arrow that transfixed my heart: 
Twas then that he, unconſcious of the guilt, 
Tore a dear virgin from her fianced troth, 
Tore her from me who loved her to exceſs. 
E'er fince mine eye beholds him with diſguſt; 
And like the Baſiliſk would ſtrike him dead. 
And now I go, an Evil Genius there, 
To meet Llewelyn in the deſtined grove. 
Thou, ſtern Revenge, thou, deadly Hate attend ; 
And Diſcord too, join thou the ſolemn Dirge ; 
Light up thy livid torch ; and wave it round, 
To grace with horrors his Sepulchral pile. 


_ Exeunt. 
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Enter Llewelyn, Ivor, Gronow and Cadwallon, out of the Royal Tent. 


LLEWELYN. 
And now, my friends, with clear and candid truth, 
Glinclivon's ſecret miſfion is diſcloſed. 


CADWALLON. 
T like it not — "Treaſon is lurking there: 
Why not have ſent, deputed from the lords, 
Some hoſtage chief, the pledge of mutual faith ? 


LLEWELYN- 
My gallant friend, on fire with generous warmth, 
Surveys the offer with a jaundiced eye. 
At ſuch a time, our fortune's all at ſtake, 
When hold deciſion muſt inſure the prize, 
Should I, from mean diſtruſt, unmanly fear, 
Shrink from the call? reject the proffered aid ? 
At ſuch a time, when Fate is hovering round? 
I ſhould be judged, in diflant ages hence, 
A ſoul unworthy of this grand emprize. 
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CADWALLON. 
Thy mind matured makes thee the abler judge. 


(Afide.) 


But ſtill my heart forebodes ſome dire miſchance. 


LLEWELYN. 
Strike down our tents — with haſty march we reach 
Beullts rocky frontier ere to-morrows's dawn : 
There, on the craggy heights, we fix our camp. 


LLEWELYN (to Gronow). 
To thy firm ſpirit I conſign the war; 
To thy cool courage our embattled hoſt. 
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—To thee my Ivor, and that gallant youth, 
(Pointing to Cadwallon.) 

The bridge Pont Orewen, I commit to you: | 

To you intrepid chiefs a poſt I yield, 

On which your glory, all our fates depend. 


And now, my friends, compatriots brave, Farewell. 
In the ſharp conflict of the morning's dawn, 
Should the fell Mortimer in ſavage hate 

Obſtruct our march, excite the riſing war; 

Think then, as erſt the Roman ſoldier thought, 
When the ſhrill clarion fired his blood to arms, 
Whate'er he loved, all that his ſoul held dear, 


Imperial Rome depended on his ſword. 


Ezxeunt, 


SCENE VII. 
A Winter Scene, Welsh Camp on an adjacent mountain, 


Enter the Prince of Wales. 


LLEWELYN. 

This is the grove Glinclivon pointed out. 
"Tis ſtrange my friend is not in waiting here. 
How dread, ſequeſtered is the gloomy ſcene ? 
No mortal ſounds invade th' attentive ear ; 
No mortal image cheers the anxious eye; 
All, all is dreary as the filent grave. 

Enter Glinclivon. 

Bound as thou art by honour's facred pledge, 
Is this the time, my friend, for cold neglect? 
Where are the lords of Beullt? and is it thus 
Returning fealty marks its patriot zeal ? 


Pont Orewen full in view. 
The Wye foaming and dashing its surges with great impetuosity. 
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| GLINCLIVON. 
Perhaps, impervious to the public eye 
They wait thy coming in yon deep receſs. 


LLEWELYN. 
Inſtant thou go; through all its mazes ſearch, 
If human voice be heard, or footſteps traced. 
Exit Glinclivon. 
Here let me pauſe, and commune with myſelf. a 
Should the Beullt lords now bring their proffered aid, 
Inſtant J join prince David at his poſt. 
But if a traitor now, matured in wiles, 
Glinclivon ſhould be falſe, then am I ſnared : 
Then is Llewelyn loſt; and Edward, thou, 
By fraud, not force, wilt then obtain thy point. 
But while yon phalanx ſhews that manly front, 
[(. (Pointing to the camp.) 
While valour warms each generous warrior there, 
(Pointing to the bridge.) 
Why ſhould Llewelyn fear? why feel diſtruſt ? 


Enter Glinclivon. 


GLINCLIVON. 
No trace of man, or footſteps have I ſeen, 
And not a voice re-echoes to my call. 


LLEWELYN. 
What noiſe is that, which rudely ſtrikes the, ear? 
Go, quick ; ſurvey its cauſe, and give me note. 
Exit Glinclivon, 

The diſtant din tounds like the foaming Wye, 
Daſhing its ſurges o'er its rocky bed. 
Hark! more diſtinct the tempeſt louder blows : 
It is the horrid blaſt of ruthleſs war. 


Enter Glinclivon, in a rapid voice. 
Pont Orewen 1s attacked ; the ſubtle foe, 
Finding the vantage of a ſecret ford, 
On all ſides preſs it with impetuous force. 
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LLEWELYN. 
But do the warrior band maintain the poſt ? 


GLINCLIVON. 
Though fierce and frequent the aſſaults are made, 
The Cambrian enſigns yet are waving there. 


LLEWELYN. 
Then I'm at eaſe: nor will I ſtir from hence, 


Though England's powers form one embattled front. 


GLINCLIVON. 
Ah! what is there? a troop of hoſtile horſe 

Advances quickly o'er yon wide champaign, 

In ſpeed as rapid as the lightning's bolt. 


LLEWELYN. 
Nay then the die is caſt; the bridge is ſtormed. 


GLINCLIVON. 
How can I aid thee ? and in this juncture 
Shew my loyal zeal. 
LLEWELYN. 


Seek thou thy fafety : For myſelf I'll go, 


Exit Glinclivon. 
And join my warriors on yon mountain's brow. 


(Kneeling on one knee.) 
It I am deemed an agent fit to rule, 


As the vicegerent of Thy power on Earth, 
Then, God of Battles, grant Thy ſuppliant aid : 
Arm him, as Thou once didſt Gideon arm; 
Breathe in his ſoul Thine energy divine: 

And then, yon hoſt, as erſt the Midian fled, 
Shall flee, and own Thine Arm Omnipotent. 
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(As the Prince of Wales is slowly quitting the stage, he is pursued by Glinclivon, Sir Edward 
Mortimer, and Adam de Francton; their spears pointed.) 


OR LLEWELYN THE ORPAT. 
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GLINCLIVON. 
Llewelyn ſtop— thy friend, Glinclivon calls: 
( Llewelyn turns round and flarts.) 


(Glinclivon advancing.) 
Now ſee him — what he is — thy deadly foe; | 
Tf till deceived — by th' vizard he has worn, 
This ſpear ſhall ſpeak the language of his hate, 

(Stabs Llewelyn, who falls.) 
Soon as yon battle's won — anon we come 
And rob Llewelyn of his princely head. 
(Llewelyn lays inſenſible.) 


Exeunt Glinclivon, Sir Edward Mortimer, and Adam de Francton. 


Enter Friar John. 2 | 


FRIAR, 
Ah! what is this —ſome hapleſs bloody corſe; 
Another victim of a ruthleſs war. 
Now let me ſee — Holy Virgin guard me— 
It is Llewelyn—'tis my much-loved Lord. 


(The Friar raises the Prince, and supports his body on the fragment of a rock, He infuses a 
medicine into his mouth, The Prince revives, and opens his eyes.) 
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LLEWELYN. | | 
Friar, I am thankful —much I need thee now. 4 
(To himſelf.) | | 


'The blow to fall from ſuch a hand as thine ! 

From thee Glinclivon! Thee—my boſom's friend! 

Thou, who has held the caſket of my heart, 1 . 
And thine each ſecret which was treaſured there! | 

Oh! 'tis a ſtain that blots fair Nature's form; 

To me— more fatal than the javelin's point. 


(Raifing his head, and pointing to the mountain.) 
Stand firm my troops, awaiting my return. 


ö 
; 


FRIAR, 
Thy troops are routed, and brave Gronow dead. 
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(The body of Llewelyn appears to be agitated with a momentary convulſive motion.) 


LLEWELYN. 
Give me the Unction — do thy office quick. 


(The laſt Rite of the Catholic Church is perſermed. ) 


Enter Glinclivon, Sir Edward Mortimer, and Adam de Francton. 


(Ivor and Cadwallon are brought in wounded, in chains, and almost without life. The eyes 
of the two chiefs meet those of the dying Llewelyn: they hang down their heads in silent 


agony, Llewelyn, on the first glance of their situation, is violently agitated, and appears 
in the agony of death.) 


LLEWELYN. 
It is enough my earthly courſe is run — 
Aid me— Great Gop — Take — Thou my parting — ſoul. 
(The Prince of Wales dies, and falls from the rock.) 


GLINCLIVON {(strides across the body ). 
Now, with coloflal ſtride, I ſtretch my reign 
O'er Great Llewelyn — Cambria's fallen Star. 


Enter Nesta, with wildness in her visage, and her hair dishevelled. 


NESTA. 
Where is my Ivor ? — how my brain's on fire— ; 
(Darts on Glinclivon, and draws a poniard from her boſom.) 
What fiend art thou, that's done the murderous deed ? 
(Stabs him twice.) 
Take that —and that — then ſeek thy ſoul in hell! 
(Glnclivon is carried off.) 
—— What bloody corſe is this? —my brother too — 
Nay then I go—I mount yon fiery ſtar— 
See—ſee—his ſpirit, borne on ſaphire wings, 


| Darts rapid through yon vaſt etherial blaze, 


Leaving the forked lightning far behind. 

Quick — quick I follow - and ere it paſs the bourne 
Its flight arreſt — recall it back to earth — 

Or with it join our kindred ſpirits there. 


OR LLEWELYN THE GREAT, 


(As Nesta passes Ivor, she darts on him a look of inexpressible horror; but yet a look equally ß 
expressive of love as of distraction, Ivor, unable to sustain the sight, sinks lifeless into 
the arms of his guards, and is carried off the stage. The other attendants support the 
dying Cadwallen, who sits on the ground.) 


Enter Bernice, with a countenance impressed with sorrow, but 
with calm resignation. 


— 


BERNICE, (bending on one knee before Cadwallon 2. 
I'm not too late: Heaven's my now be praiſed. 


CADWALLON. 
Ah! art thou here: yon horrid ſcene juſt o'er, 
I'd thought the bitterneſs of death was paſt. 


BERNICE”, 
I do not come to lure thee to this earth, 
Thy ſoul now mounting to a better world ; 
I come to give it wing, teach it to ſoar, 


Pure, and abſtracted, to the land of ſpirits. 


CADWALLON. 
The only tie, which chains me to this earth, 
Is leaving thee, forlorn, in this bad world, 


BERNICE”. 
I ſoon ſhall join thee in thoſe happy realms, 
Where purer bliſs, than what frail man can know, 


Shall beam perennial on our fianced fouls. 
But ah | he faints —he dies: terrific Death 
Is ſeizing faſt the citadel of life. 


(After ſome moments of ſilent agony.) 


Thou Holy Virgin, and ye ſacred Saints 
Ye minſtering Seraphs, and celeſtial Choir, 


M 
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Inſpire my maiden heart with holy love ! 
With all that heavenly balm which Angels feel. 


(Pointing to the body of Cadwallon, which is carried off the ſtage.) 


And as it ſprings through yon etherial waſte, 
Receive his ſpirit : mount it up to Heaven. 


(Turning to Friar Fohn, who in filent ſorrow is bending over the body 
of the dead prince.) 


*Tis now for thee to take thy convert home, 

And yield her ſhelter from a world like this ; 
With ghoſtly medicine heal her wounded ſoul : 
Teach it t' aſpire, cleared from all earthly ſenſe, 
More pure, etherial, to its Parent Gon. 

Conduct me hence to Conway's ſacred cells; 
Where, wrapped around in Contemplation's veil; 
I then may reſt from each revolting thought, 
From each gay dream illufive Fancy paints, 

To lure me back to a deceptive world, 

And check my ſpirit in its Heavenly courſe. 


 Exeunt. 
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